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Standard 


Emergency 
Ration 





SE 
OLD WAY 
The ‘told way” shows the sportsman burdened with a to days’ food supply of 
the kind in vogue betore the introduction of STANDARD EMERGENCY 
RATION, and the ‘new way" shows him on a 25 mile tramp carrying 10 days’ 
supply of our food, and necessary cooking outfit. A can of STANDARD 
EMERGENCY RATION is the only insurance against an empty stomach, and 
if you become lost it will save your lite. Thousands of sportsmen use it. Thou- 
sands need it. 


No Sportsman Should Be Without It 


Half a million cans supplied to the American and British armies. Reliable, 
always ready, and never spoils. The greatest improvement of the age in food 
products. 

We will send a sample package on receipt of 15 cen‘s to cover charges, know- 
ing that after a trial you will include this toud in your outfit. 

We are supplying a constantly increasing number of sportsmen with our food, 
and have never had a complaint from anyone, nor been asked to refund the 
purchase price of our foud,which we would gladly do if it were not exactly as 
repre sented, 


WOODCRAFT, our beautiful sportsman’s 
guide, now ready, and will be mailed tree 


for the asking. 


SOLE MANUPACTURERS 








The AMERICAN 
COMPRESSED 
FOOD CO. 


PASSAIC, N. J. 





AGENTS: — 
Von Lengerke & Detmold, 3158 Broadway, N. Y 
William Read & Sons, Boston ; re rk 
A. J. DeLamare, 201 Front Street, San Francisc« —— 
Von Lengerke & Antoine, C ago NEW WAY 


ga LOOK OUT FOR THE AUGUST (VACATION) NUMBER 
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William Dean Howells 


and the Advertising Problem 























WAS well said by America’s greatest novelist 

that ‘‘Men read only magazines and news- 

papers.”” *Tis also safe to say that when busy 

men read newspapers they rarely notice, and 

7 more rarely are in the proper mood to digest 
even the most effectively planned advertise- 
ment. Judge by your own case! 


















A few advertisers have discovered the fact and we wish to’ impress it on others, that if 
they have anything to place before the best class of busy men in professional and mercantile 
life, when their mind 1s in a pleasant and receptive state, FIELD AND STREAM, with 
its absorbing individuality, is one of the magazines that has few equals for the purpose. 

It covers forms of recreation to which its devotees are strongly and lastingly attached, 
and which are becoming so rapidly universal as to be considered one of the social phenomena 
of the age. We know of no other forms of sport which permit of such interesting and 
varied treatment from a magazine standpoint. 

While mainly a subscription magazine, it enjoys a rapidly expanding news-stand sale. Its 
circulation is general throughout the United States and Canada. It has through merit established 
itself as “AMERICA’S MAGAZINE FOR SPORTSMEN BY SPORTSMEN.” 

Space in this publication has a permanent value. It is read by many people besides the 
subscriber. Containing only original matter, each number is a book of entertainment as invit- 
ing years after as when it first appears. 

P The paper, ink and typography in its advertising pages will also appeal to the critical 
advertiser, 

Among the multitude of periodicals of all classes it can be demonstrated that FIELD 
AND STREAM enjoys advantages over even the best general magazines for anything that 


interests well-to-do men-folk, 


immerse neem meet i ca 
JOHN P. BURKHARD PUBLISHING CO., PARK ROW BUILDING, NEW YORK 
LT LI TINE TIE NIT BE OTE AC OE REESE IRE NESE 


Comp. by Patteson Press, New York. 


















OLD MAN MUK-WAH 
The Pines ( Poem) 


AN UNEXPECTED SEQUEL 
IDLING ON MINOCQUA 

How Clooskeep Came Back (Poem) 
‘* Phoe-be ’’ (Poem) 


THE GIRL AT COBB’S DAM 

Portrait of Izaak Walton 

FIFTY YEARS WITH A FLY (Part XXi. ‘i.) 
The Trout Brook ( Poem) 


WHEN PARTNER WENT ALONG 


Subscription $1.00 per year. 


CONTENTS FOR JULY, 


Copyright, 1900, John P. Burkhard Publishing Company 
Entered at the New York Post Office as second « 


HUNTING IN JAVA—A SPORTSMAN’ S PARADISE 


A SPORTSMAN’S TOUR (IV. In Menace Land) J 
AMONG THE BLACK BASS WITH FLIES (Chapter Il. 


CONSECUTIVE EDITIONS OF THE COMPLETE "ANGLER 


SALT WATER ANGLING FOR STRIPED BASS AND BLUEFISH 


Single copies 10 cents. 
The Book and News Trade supplied by the American News Co. and its branches 
Address all communications and make all remittances payable to 
JOHN P. BURKHARD PUBLISHING COMPANY, PARK ROW BUILDING, NEW YORK 





1900 


All rights reserved 
lass matter 


Marstyn Pogue (Trail Maker) 309 
Frank Farrington 313 

Edward K. Parkinson 314 
Charles Hilliard Sawyer 316 
Elmore Elliott Peake 319 
Marstyn Pogue 324 

El Comancho 325 
Bourdon Wilson 226 
Wm. C. Harris 330 

J E. Gunckel 333 
Bibliophile 337 

W. H. Worrall 338 
Gen. John McNulta 341 
Isaac McLellan 343 
Old Izaak 344 

. W.S. Phillips 346 


ANGLING NOTES AND QUERIES ; : : : 348 
THE SPORTSMAN TOURIST (Fishing and Shooting Information ) : 351 
KENNEL DEPARTMENT . ‘ " Conducted by Major J. M. Taylor 358 
IN THE COUNCIL LODGE ( Editorial) ; : : . 363 
PUBLISHER’S AND BOOK NOTES 


368 


Foreign Subscription $1.50 








Uniformity 


Its standard of quality is as fixed as the rocks. 
Remember this 


‘By What 











acti Hunter 


HUNTER RY! 





Baltimore 
Rye 


was Io years ago it is to-day 
and will be 10 years hence. 
Remember this! 












~ 
Uniformity Is 
Its Watchword. 


Ms 


It is the Purest 
- Type of the 
Purest 
Whiskey. 


Sold at all First-Class Cafés and by Jobbers. 





| Sent on ten days’ trial to any smmeuaiiie party. 








Self-Shaving Made a Luxury | 
NEW GEM SAFETY RAZOR, | 


BEST ¢é 
SIMPLEST 
“SAFETY 

EVER 
a) ATR) a) 


All first-class Cutlery Dealers will do the same: if your 
dealer does not carry them in stock, write us and we 
will tell you who does in your town. 

PRICES: 


Razor in Tin Box is 82.00 
“with Two Blades in handsome Morocco Case ° 3.50 
with Three Blades : 4.50 
Automatic Stropping Machine with Strop 1.50 


Catalogues of complete sets mailed fr ee. 
Insist upon getting a “‘New Gem’’if you have to go for it to 








WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 





THE GES CUTLERY CO., 36 Reade St., New York, N.Y. 
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OLDEST, LARGEST and BEST 








INSURE _ IN 


Ghe TRAVELERS 


OF HARTFORD, CONN. 


Life, Endowment, and 
Accident Insurance 


OF ALL FORMS 
HEALTH POLICIES 


’ INDEMNITY FOR DISABILITY CAUSED BY SICKNESS. 


LIABILITY INSURANCE 


Manufacturers and Mechanics, Contractors and Owners of Buildings, Horses. and Vehicles, 
can all be protected by policies in THE TRAVELERS INSURANCE COMPANY. 


Paid-up Cash Capital, $1,000,000.00 | Liabilities, . . $23,730,827.61 
ASSETS, . . . 27,760,511.56 | EXCESS, 32% hasis,. 4,020,683.95 
Returned to Policy Holders, . . . $39,734,920.89 


J. G. BATTERSON, President. 
Ss. C. DUNHAM, Vice-President. H. J. MESSENGER, Actuary. 
JOHN E. MORRIS, Secretary. E. V. PRESTON, Sup’t of Agencies. 
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She Universal Verdict: 
“Years ahead of any other repeating rifle” 


Allow your curiosity to make you examine a Savage 
-303 Hammerless Smokeless Six Shooter, and it will 


prove fatal to all objections you may have had. One | 

rifle takes six different cartridges for large or small : 

game. Point blank range for hunting. 
Write for Catalogue D. SAVAGE ARMS CO., Utica, N. Y. 


It will interest you. BAKER & HAMILTON, Pacific Coast Agents, San Francisco, Cal. 
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SPORTS MEN]! Your last chance. 
5100 Grade Gott s Hammertess Guns at $51.50 


A SPECIAL PRICE NEVER HEARD OF BEFORE. 


Only a limited number left. All 12 gauge, 30 inch. Superb finish. Finest grade 
Damascus barrels. The wholesale price on these guns has been $75. Think of it, a discount 
of almost 50 per cent. from: factory list on a genuine Colt’s Hammerless Gun! Will send C.O.D., 
with privilege of examination, to any part of the country on receipt of $5.00, to guarantee express 
charges both ways in case gun is returned. Address :— 


THE WM. RB. BURKHARD CO. src, tan. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1855. 


Everything in Sporting Goods at Wholesale Prices. 


SPORTSMEN VISITING the great Northwest can save time, trouble and m oney by purchasing 
their supplies of us. Correspond in advance and have them ready for you on arrival, or shipped 
direct to your destination. 


OUR HAND-LOADED SHELLS, loaded under supervision of Emil Novotny, have a national 


reputation. Du Pont’s Smokeless, Du Pont’s New Formula Trap, or any other brands of powder. 


OUR SKILFUL GUN REPAIRS are executed by Messrs. Ed. and Joe Novotny, known 


throughout the Northwest. 














Send for Catalogue. Some Special Gun Bargains always on hand. 
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Keep in mind the great Outfitting House of 3 

a utma n the Northwest :— 
Cor. Robert and 3d Streets ‘ 


ST. PAUL, MINN. 


Embody everything that is practical in 
Sportsmen’s Footwear. For nearly a 
Quarter of a Century Putman Boots 
have been the standard among Western 
Hunters, Trappers, Prospectors, Ranch- 
men and Engineers (who demand the very 
best) and we have learned through our 


, ‘ 
1 § Sportsmen’s Supplies 
ersonal contact with them to make a . 
os rfe a bat. Putman Boots are Water Camp Outfits, Tents 


) 
Proof 1 fo atak of over 2 , ‘ 3 
differe nt poy of [a aieo a ‘ Boats, Fishing Tackle 
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Guns, Ammunition 2 : 


006 emma 449 mm 94) mmm 499 mmm 94) om 198 









Tanned Moose Hide Moceasins. 
Kodaks, Cameras, etc. $ 3 


Fine Assortment of 





‘anoeist, 
un Poues 67s 





A very desirable style for the ms oon a 4 
Angler, Camper, or for general ¢ Io 
Three Quarter Boot (14 inches high Be , T Made 

yn any Style toe én sired. Uppers are Spe ial Chror ome > Tanned 
re alf Skin, tanned with the grain of the hide lef on (our special 
tannage) making the leathe + Water Proof. Large eyelets 
and wide leather laces, also laced at side to fit the boot tight 





Mounted Heads — Buffalo, 
Elk, Moose, M’t. Sheep, $ j 
Antelope and Deer—for sale. 2 


r= 


+ ad 


around thetop. Furnished in Black, Brown or Straw Cc ake or. 
Sole, Light, Medium or Heavy. The Sole is genuine Hand 
Sewed (making it soft and e sy), and made of best Water 
Proofed Oak Sole Leather Made to your measure and de 


oe 


livered to any partofthe U.S. for @9.50. send for « tus 
blank showing how to measure your foot 
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$ I@™ Catalogue on Application. F 





H. J. PUTMAN & CO.,30 Hennepin Ave., Minneapolis, Minn. 
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L.C.Smith 
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F you are the owner of an L. C. SMITH j3 
Gun this advertisement will do us no par- }= 

3%" ticular good in your individual case, for ig 
3 you will hang to your “Smith” and swear {S 


by it as long as your pon | days last. t vt 

We have that dead safe feeling of security Ax 
about all owners of “Smith” guas that it is not 
necessary to advertise for their continued back- j3 
ing. But it is the new shooters, the prospective ix 
buyers that we wish to reach. If you own a ‘3 
“ Smith” tell a friend about it. If you do not, }= 
you had best get our catalogue and get in line iis 
with the satisfied shooters, % % JF 3% Ut Ut GS 
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The Hunter Arms Co. 


FULTON, N. Y. 
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The Old Reliable 
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Parker 


‘‘ Tried and True’”’ 
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Has won its world - wide 
reputation solely on its 
merits, It is not only the 
neatest and most attractive, 
but is also the best shooting 
gun to be had for the money 


‘A Parker owner 
never borrows a gun’ 
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PARKER BROS. 


MANUFACTURERS 


MERIDEN, CONN. 
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ONLY TOOL 
NEEDED 


to keep your gun in a perfect condition. Our 
pest nine years of success proves this positively. 
Nothing will stop a gun from leading if you 
use it, as the friction on the barre] leaves a 
small deposit of lead. You cannot stop this, 
but you can remove it by using a TOMLINSON 
cleaner, and with asmallamountoflabor. We 
(and thousands of others) claim IT WILL 
remove al) lead. rust or any foreign matter. 
IT WILL not injure the barrel, as the brass 
wire gauze is softer than the steel. IT WILL 
last a lifetime, as its only wearing part can be 
replaced when worn, for 10 cents per pair. 
You get an extra pair with each tool. hey 
lasta longtime. REMEMBER, neglected lead 
and rust cause “pits,” and thatmeans expense. 
We make them in gauges 8to20. Fitany rod 
All dealers sell them. Price $100. Send for 
a booklet of information and testimonials, and 
have your dealer show you the TOMLINSON, 
or we will send you one, direct. You can use 
them in your ‘‘pump”’ gun the same as a 
breech-loader. 


* 


“Used Eve rywhere in the Civilized World ” 


THE GEO. T. TOMLINSON CO. 
110 Cortland Ave., Syracuse, N. Y. 


ne eee nd 











Insist upon your shells 
being loaded with 


NEW GREEN 


alsrode 


SMOKELESS POWDER 


Quick—clean—safe. 
Not affected by tem- 
perature or age. :: :: 


SCHOVERLING, DALY & GALES 


Importers of the famous 





Charles Daly Guns 


The ne plus ultra of high-grade gun 
making. Send for booklet. 


302 and 304 BROADWAY 
Cor. Duane St. New York 
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THREE GREAT VICTORIES 


WON WITH L. & R. SHOTGUN SMOKELESS 
BY MR J.S. FANNING «© we we we 




















NEW YORK STATE Shoot, Utica, N. Y., June 5-8, 1900:—Mr. 
Fanning was high gun with an average of 98 per cent.; also broke the 
world’s record with arun of 23! straight in open competition for money. 


PENNSYLVANIA STATE Shoct, Chambersburg, Pa., May 15-18, 
1900:—Mr. Fanning was high gun with an average of 95 per cent. 
Championship of the State was won by Mr.H. S. Smith, of Osterburg, Pa. 
t 
9 
& 


WEST VIRGINIA STATE Shoot, Charleston, W. Va., June 19-21, 
1900:—Mr. Fanning was high gun with an average of 96 per cent., 
making a run of 122 straight. Championship of the State was won by 
Mr. Harvey Allen, of Sistersville, West Virginia. 








LAFLIN & RAND POWDER CO., 99 Cedar SI., N.Y. City 


If your local dealer does not handle our powder or the standard factory 
shells loaded with L afiin & Rand powder, write us for information. 


Sees dpe ce code inmnanapapspsipsipsip pie oom dpsipaipsipap ale 
ALL RECORDS BROKEN BY 









LOADED WITH 


King’s Semi-Smokeless Powder 


in the World’s Champions ship contest at the New York Sportsmen's Exposition 
ournament, March Ist, 1900 
They Won FOURTEEN out of the FIFTEEN Prizes 
Also first place in New York Pistol Match and in Pistol and Rifle contest at the 


Boston Exposition. These cartridges cost no more than old- fashioned ammu- 
nition. Ask for Rifle and Pistol Score Book. 


Eastern Department : THE PETERS CARTRIDGE COMPANY 
T. H. KELLER, 80 Chambers St., N. Y. Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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: Among the excellent qualities & 
= that commend Hazard ‘ Blue 
Ribbon’’ Smokeless Powder 
to sportsmen, are: Its freedom 
from the gritty residue incident 
to the burning of some powders; 
the absence of smoke; lessened 
recoil and minimum of noise. 

It is a delight to burn a quick, 
clean, smokeless powder like 
Hazard, that is made uniform in 
strength; that is invariable in 
time of ignition and combustion; 
that can be used with absolute 
confidence ; affording exquisite 
pleasure at the trap, afield or 
over water alike. _ 


< 


Hazard Powder Co.,44-48 Cedar St.,New York 
Branch offices in Baltimore,Cincinnati,Chicago, 
St. Louis, Kansas City and San Francisco. 
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Live cuallliry vuafldics venflince veuSlives ccat beer vetlldigy svafldaey ventions cetlllier as 


ORIENTA 
GUNPOWDER! 


Js not excelled by any other make. 





© 





Established 
1818 








— —— 


GWiNc chp yee 


“ow: ” ° ” 
ye wes Shot” | “Oriental Smokeless 
“ estern - is now generally considered 
Wild Fow the best smokeless Powder 
“Falcon Ducking ” that has ever been offered 


Are popular brands everywhere. to Sportsmen. 


Use Oriental Powder and insist on having your shells 
loaded with it; both Black and Smokeless. 


ORIENTAL POWDER MILLS, Portland, Maine. 


Agents in all principal cities. Sold by dealers generally. 




















THE NEW “FIELD AND STREAM” 


Sportsman's 
Cabinet 


A PLACE FOR EVERYTHING FROM THE RIFLE 
TO THE FISH-HOOK 


Why not keep your guns and fishing tackle in a first-class 
Sportsman’s Cabinet, where they are always neat, clean 
and handy, as well as ornamental? These new cabinets are 
a fine piece of furniture. They will last a lifetime and can 
be handed down to the next generation. Almost any 
sportsman can afford to invest in one of these cabinets at 
the low price. When you havea little time to take a jaunt 
you simply unlock the glass door and take out what you 
want, without trying your patience hunting from cellar to 
garret for various articles you cannot find, and finally are 
compelled to go shopping to replenish. 
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Size—82 inches high, 37 inches wide, 16% inches deep. 
Quartered oak front, polished finish, claw feet, rifle-twist 
moulding, double-thick glass doors, writing and loading 
table, large enough for eight guns. 


PRICE $30. NO DEVIATION 


Well crated for shipment to all partsof the country. Address 





JOHN P. BURKHARD PUBLISHING CO., Park 
Row Building, New York.—See Fishing Tackle cabi- 
net on another page. 
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Yachts :* Launches 





Wood or Steel Constructed. Gasoline or Steam. Our 


Yachts are the results of experience and responsibility. 








Cruising Steam Yachts up to 150 
feet in length, with every modern 
convenience and comfort. 


High Speed Yachts. 
We build High Speed Steam or Gaso- 
line Yachts or Launches to suit the 
individual requirements and ideas of 
our customers, 


Pte A 


oo 4 








STP + 


Se eee ~ 


Open Gasoline Launches. 


20 to 60 feet. 


Sa ee 


Cabin Launches for cruising 
The highest type of work- 
manship and design. 





Our 20 ft. sont Launch nch§ 3 15 


complete 
Length 20 ft. 
Beam 5%. ft 
Power 2% H.P. 
Capacity 10. 





Send 10 cents for Catalogue. 


FPSSSssesseseeeseessesessesesssss 


The Only 
Naphtha Launch 


An amateur’s pleasure yacht. 
A motor that runs. 
Simple, reliable, always ready. 


Steam Yachts. Marine Machinery. 


Send 10 cent stamp for catalogue. 


GAS ENGINE & POWER CO. and | . 
CHAS. L. SEABURY COMPANY , ©°™S0lidated 


10 Dock St., Morris Heights, New York City 
FF FSSFSSFSSSFF Fo SFSFFFFFFTFFFF 
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KING 
FOLDING 

CANVAS 
BOAT C0. 


Kalamazoo, 
Mich. 
Send 6c for 
Catalog 
45 Engra’gs 





S.War Department, 
Used by Walter 


Adopted in March, 1399, by U. 
in competition with all others. 
Wellman, Lieut. Schwatka, and others. 


Perfect for Sportsmen and Family Use. 





“VIKING” CANVAS acetate BOAT. 
The Latest and Best. 





The only portable 

boat h having a solid waterproof bottom, 
Write for Booklet and Prices. 

GLASCOCK BROS. MPG. CO., . Muncie, Ind. 
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MORRIS CANVAS CANOES 


Unequalled in Strength Beautiful in Finish 





Mi “igan Yacht & Power Go. 


1530 Jefferson Avenue, Detroit, Mich., U.S.A. 








esi) 





Send for Circular of Special Indian Model 
B. N. MORRIS, Veazie, Me. 
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||MARLIN TAKEDOWN: | 
REPEATING SHOT GUNS | 
== 


are made ‘tI ‘J 

| LF To xu || 
They are not only 
elegant in appearance 
and easily taken apart 
but they possess the 
superiority in sighting, 
y | the rapidity of fire, 
im | and magazine capacity 
wm that has always been 
characteristic of the 
— Repeating 
Rifle -~—nrA 
Send 3 stamps 
for complete catalog |} 


‘E Tre MARLIN FIRE ARMS G1} 
— HAVEN CONN- 










Cusmion Frame 


All roads made smooth 
Pierce 
Cushion Frame 
Chainless 


Send for Catalogue to 


GEO. N. PIERCE COMPANY 
Buffalo Boston New York Denver 
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Useful for Miners, Hunters, Plumbers, Physicians, Oil men, Liquor 
Dealers, Watchmen, Policemen, Soldiers in the field, and for all pur- 
»oses where a light is required instantly. Can be carried intoa cellar 
Fait of leaking Gas, into an Oil tank, into Alcohol and Malt vats, or 
placed in a keg of Gunpowder without the slightest danger. 









U. 8. Patent January 3, 1899. 
U. 8. Patent January 10, 1899. 






The most serviceable electric light yet invented. Can be used at any time and for all purposes where a light is 
fequired. No wires. Nochemicals. No danger. No trouble handling i it (a child can operate it.) Simplicity itself. 
No. 4. Improved Model. Size 14x84 inches, waterproof covering. 3'4 Volt Lamp, will give from 6,000 to 8,000 
lights before battery requires renewal. It will brilliantly illuminate “to a great istance the darkest spaces. 
, postpaid. complete with battery, $3.50. Extra Battery, 50 cents. 
DIRECTION S—To make light, press ring upon band. (When replacing in paper packing case, reverse ring to 
avoid contact and insert lense-end first.) 





The “Ever-Ready”’ Search Light Cane Price, $5.0 . 


The handiest thing you ever saw. postpaid. 

The Pocket Search Light. Fd Beware of inferior imitations of above lights. ,We have 
ie : - ~ pra sold large numbers and everybody is pleased. All orders must 
Can easily urri¢ ket. Otherwise like larg be accompanied with the cash. 


size above » Bos nbed Pric e, postpaid, 83.00. 
Address JOHN P. BURKHARD PUBLISHING CO., Park Row Building, New York. 
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ROUND THE 
WORLD 








THE 


American Continent, via New York and Niagara 


route ’round the world is across the 


Falls, through the center of the richest country 
on the globe. 
You will be 


examine the 


convinced of this if you will 


‘*Round the World”’ 


just issued by the New York Central Lines. 


new folder 


of three 
Passenge 
‘assenger 


A copy will be sent free, postpaid, on receipt 
cents in stamps, by George H. Daniels, General 
Agent, Grand Central Station, New York. 





4 

The 

$ 

;=< Premo Camera 
. < . 

¢ isthe ideal S ortsmen C mpact, 

é outfit for p ‘ 

, Send for Catalogue Light and Sure 
§ ROCHESTER OPTICAL CO., - Rochester, N.Y. 











amon 


7.30P.™ ’ 
Send for time tables and all other desired information. 





The Sportsman's Line. 


ERIE RAILROAD 


Along the line of the “‘ Erie” from 20 to 200 miles from New 
York a ee be found some GRAND FISHING WATERS, 
hich may be named: 
, for black bass, trout and picke rel. 
for black bass and - ckerel. 
for trout and pickere 
Chemung, N. Y., for black bass. 
Deposit, N. Y., for black bass and trout early in the season 
Greenwood Lake, N. Y., for black bass and pickerel. 
Hawley, Pa., for ~ ack bass, trout, perch and pickerel. 
Highland Falls, N.Y., for black bass, trout, perch aad pickerel. 
Jamestown, -  e for mascalonge, black bass, pickerel, etc 
Lorf® Eddy To "for black basa and trout early in the season. 
Lordville, %y: N , for trout and black bass. 
Olean, N. Y.. for black bass and perch. 
Otisville, N. Y., for black bass, pickerel and trout. 
EOrSSeEv ES, N. Y., for black bass and trout. 
ae zwater, N. “¢ , for black bass and trout, 
Woodbury, N. Y., for pickerel and Peo. 
Besides the above there are several hundred other points in 
New York and Pennsylvania reached by the Erie where ex- 





Callicoon, N. Y. 
Canisteo, N. Y., 
Castile, N. Y., 


cellent fishing and shooting may be had. 


daily at 9A.M.,2P.M.., 


Express trains leave Chambers St. 
five minutes earlier. 


{.and 8 45 P. M., and West 23d St. 


D. I. ROBERTS, 
General Passenger ‘gent, 21 Cortlandt St., N. Y. 
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Do you hunt 
with a Camera? 


If so, send for catalogue 
describing our full line of 


“WIZARD” 


cameras, covering twenty- 
seven styles and_ sizes, 
made to suit all purposes 
and purses. Prices from 
$5 to $80. Our catalogue 
can be had for the asking 
—it tells all. 


MANHATTAN OPTICAL CO. of N. Y. 
as Cresskill, N. J. 
SE EAS Late Lae Cae Cae Ce bene Lode Lote Cte Cae ae 
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A New 


Idea in TRUNKS 


The Stallman Dresser Trunk 
is constructed on new principles. Drawers 
instead of trays. A place for everything and 
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% everything in its place. The bottom asac- % 
@ cessible as the top. Defies the baggage J, 
+ smasher. Costs no more than a good box + 
*¢ trunk. Sent C. O. D. with privilege of ex- %¥ 
% amination. Send 2c. for illus, catalogue. + 
+ F. A. @TALLMAN $ 
+ 16 W. Spring St., COLUFIBUS, 0. + 
Seetetecgetecteteetectecteceatocte ‘ : 























NOT IN THE COMBINE 


CO 


The MOST PERFECT DEVEL- 
OPING PAPER jyet produced * 
Quality Highest — Price Lowest. 


REGISTERED, 


VI 








Expose—Develop—Fix by Gaslight with- 
out Dark Room 


One dozen pieces, 4 x 5, or cabinet size, with pack- 
age of M. H. Powder, including a print on VINCO, 
mailed to any address upun receipt of 2c. 


Carbon Matt — 
Contact Printing. 


Special Rapid — For Portraits, Enlarging 
and Contrasty Negatives. 


JOHN CARBUTT 


Keystone Dry Plate and Film Works 
WAYNE JUNC., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


Make money orders payable at Philadelphia. 


Glossy for 


and Rough, 
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Bettini Micro-Phonograph 


A machine witha 









A TRUE soul, able toawake 
MIRROR OF _ rpetuate all 
SOUND the pleasantest and 


strongest emotions 
of life, will revive 
the past and bring 
back the absent. ‘The most 
truthful teacher and guide for 
musicians, singers, elocution- 
ists, speakers, preachers, stu- 
dents of dramatic art, etc. 

Carrying vocal messages to 
all parts of the world, and pre- 
serving the same for posterity. 
The most agreeable compan- 
ion in solitude, and a great en- 
tertainer for invalids; putting 
the favorite songs, instruments 
and the most famous artists 
at your instant command. 


A most natural reproduction, 
clearer and louder than with 
any other machine, and yet 
without raspy or metallic res- 
onance. 

Real reproduction of female 
voices ; no other machine can 
do it. 


Bettini’s Micro-Diaphrams 

for Phonographs and 

Graphophones. 

a Phonographs, Graphophones, 
Supplies, Etc. 

H Classic and popular music by leadin 
Specialty. performers vena the world-fame 
artists. A most complete operatic repertoire. 

Catalogue § sent free if you mention Field and Stream 
BETTINI PHONOGRAPH LABORATORY 

110 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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The Fishes of North America 


COLORED AS IN LIFE 


Try William C. Harris, Editor of THE AMERICAN ANGLER. 


issued in forty monthly parts, each part con- 

taining two fish portraits on heavy plate pa- 
per, size 12x19 inches. This publication, which may be 
said to be the life-work of Mr. Harris, who has spent 
many years in its preparation, occupies a field en- 
tirely its own in ichthyic literature. In fact, no pre- 
vious publication has appeared that attempts to cover 
so large a field, or present so great a number of por- 
traits of American fishes, eighty or more of which, 
colored, as in life, wili be given in the book, which 
will also contain about 300 drawings in ink of differ- 
ent species of fish. 

The portraits of fishes are first painted in oil, at the 
moment they are taken from the water, before their 
eolor tints have faded, then lithographed on stone in 
colors, of which as many as fifteen (15) different tints 
have been required to reproduce the exact tone and 
mellow transfusion of color so frequently seen in 
many species of fis sh when alive. 

This accuracy in reproduction of the canvas ren- 
ders the lithograph still more attractive when framed. 

The cost of this work, when completed, will be at 
least fifty-five thousand dollars ($55,000). 

The New York Herald, in an extended review of 
Mr. Harris’ work, states:— 

“The fisherman who sees any part of this superb 
work will resolve to own it all, even though he has to 
sell part of his outfit to get the money. 


Addres> WM. C. HARRIS, 19 


Tiss FISHES OF NORTH AMERICA” is 


@ 





The New 


Summerland 
GREGOR 














at 2 P.M., 
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COOL, RESTFUL : 
NOVA SCOTIA 


The most popular and direct route is by the 


YARMOUTH LINE 


Fast Mail Express steamers sail from LEWIS WHARF, BOSTON, 
every Tuesday and Friday, connecting at Yarmouth 
by boat and train for all points in the Maritime Provinces. 
Additional sailings during the summer months. 

For guide books, descriptive folders and other information, 
address nearest ticket office, or 


H. F HAMMOND, Agent 
YARMOUTH STEAMSHIP CO, cisre0), 43 Lewis Wharf, Boston, Mass, 
PD@DOD@ DOA @D@@ADD@O@ODOD@D@DDOA@A DO DODO ®DOAAHDAO® 


Of its standard value as a text book on the natural 
history of fishes, Professor S. Garman, of the Museum 
of Comparative Zoology, Cambridge, Mass., writes 
the author:— 

“I am much pleased with the appearance of your 
new book. There is no reason why your splendid 
venture should not prove a most gratifying success. 
Finished in the style in which it is started, it will be 
a work of permanent value, one that will not go out 
of date with the time that brings it to light.” 

Dr. David S. Jordan, of the Stanford University, 
California, also writes: 

“I am delighted with the first instalment of your 
book. The Rocky Mountain trout is as natural as 
life—a thoroughly admirable painting.” 

Terms of Payment—Subscribers can pay for a single 
number as issued ($1.50), or for such numbers in 
advance as they may desire. ‘The first volume, con- 
sisting of the first half of the hook (20 parts, 40 
colored plates), is now ready for delivery, either 
bound or unbound. If the entire work is paid for 
in advance. a discount of $199 is allowed, making 
the price for the sixty parts (80 colored plates) $50.00; 
or we will deliver the first volume on a payment of 
$10.00 and $5.00 per month up to $30.00. Prices for 
binding:—Cloth, $3.00; half morocco, $5.00; full mo- 
rocco, $7.50. Payments can be made by drafts on 
NewYork Post Office, or Express orders, or by regis- 
tered letter. 


Park Place, New York City. 


HOCOQOOOOCES oer 


Country and Seashore. 
A Perfect Vacation Resort. 


P@DO®DODODODOODDDOODDBDADOBDOOHOOSHE 
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“Where to go 
Fishing” 


BOOKLET issued by the 

passenger department of the 
GRAND RAPIDS & INDIANA 
RAILWAY, the ‘Fishing Line,’’ 
contains a tabulated list of Michi- 
gan’s Lakes and Trout Streams, 
and other valuable information 
for fishermen. This booklet, or an 
illustrated folder, ‘‘ Michigan in 
Summer,” a description of 
Michigan’s Summer Resort Region, 
will be sent free by addressing— 


C. L. Lockwood 


G. P. & T. A. 


Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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grececcccccecccccvcccccceeeers 
in the Lake Country 


@ Northern Illinois, Wisconsin, Minne- 


}| sota and Michigan, there are hundreds 
of the most charming Summer Re- 
sorts on the line of the Chicago, [lil- 
waukee & St. Paul Railway awaiting 
the arrival of thousands of tourists from the 
South and East. 








Among the list of nearby places are: 
Fox Lake, Delavan, Lauderdale, Wauke- 
sha, Oconomowoc, Palmyra, The Dells at 
Kilbourn, Elkhart and Madison, while a 
little further off are Minocqua, Star Lake, 
Frontenac, White Bear, Minnetonka and 
Marquette on Lake Superior. 3 


For pamphlet of ** Summer Homes for 
1900,’’ or for copy of our handsomely illus- 
trated Summer book, entitled “In the 
Lake Country,”’ 


Apply to nearest ticket agent or address with 
siz cents in postage: 








GEO. i. HEAFFORD, Gen’! Passenger Agent, 
Old Colony Building, Chicago, lil. 











Where to Locate? 


WHY, 





IN THE TERRITORY TRAVERSED 
BY THE 


Louisville »« Nashville 
Railroad The Great Central 


Southern Trunkline 


In Kentucky, Tennessee, 
Alabama, Mississippi, Florida, 


Where Farmers, Fruit Growers, Stock Raisers, 
Manufacturers, Investors, Speculators and 
Money Lenders will find the greatest chances in the 
United States to make “ big money "’ by reason of the 
abundance and cheapness of Lands and Farms, 
Timber and Stone, Iron and Coal, Labor— 
EVERYTHING ! 

Free sites, financial assistance, and freedom from 
taxation for the manufacturer. 

Land and tarms at $1.00 per acre and upwards, and 
500,000 acres in West Florida that can be taken gratis 
under U.S. Homestead laws. 

STOCKRAISING IN THE GULF Coast DISTRICT WILL 
MAKE ENORMOUS PROFITS. 

Half-fare excursions the first and third Tuesdays of 
each month. 

Let us know what you want and we will tell you 
where and how to get it—but don’t delay, as the 
country is filling up rapidly. 

Printed matter, maps and all information free. 

Address, R. J. WEMYSS, 
General Immigration and Industrial Agent, 


Louisville, Ky. 




















TOURISTS 


HAHAHAHAHA 
Should plan the coming summer to take a trip : 


| through the delightful 
“Land of Evangeline”’ 
In NOVA SCOTIA and NEW BRUNS- 
WICK, reached from BOSTON via the 
DoMINION ATLANTIC 


Raitway LIN 


Commencing about July 1st, the following ele- 
gant nineteen-knot steamers will be in com- 
mission, viz.: ‘**PRINCE ARTHUR,”’ 
‘**PRINCE GEORGE,”’ “‘ PRINCE ED- 
WARD,” ‘* PRINCE RUPERT.”’ 


Direct Service to Yarmouth, N.S. 
Direct Service to St. Fohn, N. B. 


Connecting at each point with fast train con- 
nections for all Provincial points. Delightful 


Climate. Beautiful Scenery. 


For all information as to rates, tours, stateroom 
accommodation, etc., write to or call on 

F. H. ARMSTRONG, G. P Kentville, N.S 

J. F.MASTERS, N. E. Suptt, 228 Washingtoft St. Boston 


Be” Always ask for the D. A. R, Line. “Qe _ 
sinc penance, 
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Peep-o-Day Portable Poultry House } 


Well made and painted, handsome in appearance. Two parts—Scratching Shed 3 
and Roosting and Laying Room. Easily moved. : 
A dozen hens will do well in this house the year round. Shipped in sections,and ¢ 
easily put together. Weight, 250 pounds. Price, $14.00. Write for price delivered ?¢ 
to your station, 4 













Catalogue of Peep-o-Day Brooders and many Poultry Specialties sent free. 


Box 100, E. F. HODGSON, Dover, Mass. 








Poultry House No. rt. 





ee ee eee ee 

4 p is the short line between Boston and 
The Fitchburg Railroad Chicago, St. Louis and other points 
in the West, North and Southwest. Frequent and quick service. 


Latest improved Pullman parlor or sleeping cars on all through trains. 
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: Best Passenger Service : 
: IN TEXAS : 
« 
¢ 4 Important Gateways . 
* 
$ ‘*No trouble to answer questions ”’ > 
Write for Book on Texas, Free 4 
: E. F. TURNER, ‘ien'! Pass. Agt., DALLAS, TEXAS 4 
¢ SOTTIISSITITISSSSTTTVSTOTISSSSSSsesEsssTsTTesVTTTTTTTTsss09 
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Sport!! 


There is more Sport to the Square Mile 
in Canada along the line of the 


Canadian Pacific 
Railway 


than in any other part of the 
North American Continent 





Re 


Trout, Black Bass, Salmon, Deer, Caribou, 
Moose, Big Horn, Bear, Duck, Partridge, 
Quail, Geese, Etc., Ete. 
Write for a copy of our Game Map and Pamphlets to 


General Passenger Department, Canadian Pacific Railway, 
Montreal, Canada. 
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MARK! 
North-West 


The finest FISHING and HUNTING grounds in America ere to 
be found between the Great Lakes and the Pacific Ocean—along 
the line of the 


Great Northern Railway 


“FISHING AND SHOOTING ALONG THE LINE OF THE 
GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY” gives full detail information 
about hundreds of the best Fish and Game resorts, tells all about 
kind of game, lakes, distances, guides, boats, etc. Send 2c. stamp to 


F. Il. WHITNEY 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, Great Northern Rallway, ST. PAUL, MINN. 


(Mention FIELD aND STREAM) 
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Thousand 
Island 
House, 











Alexandria 
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PURE AIR, BEAUTIFUL SCENERY, 
T e DEEP, BLUE, COLD WATER, 


PICTURESQUE, ROCKY ISLANDS 


e 
Covered with cedar, spruce, pine and other evergreens; 
eniee 0 delightful rowing and sailing privileges; perfect quiet; 
ideal rest for tired brains and nerves; 1692 islands 
within a day’s journey. 


America Shooting the Rapids of the St. Lawrence 


is one of the exciting experiences enjoyed by travelers through the Thousand Island region. The thrilling 
passage is made by daylight on the steamers cf the Richelieu and Ontario Company’s line, The course is 
from the Galloups, through Lake St. Francis, the Cascades and the Lachine Rapids until the feat is finished 
by sailing under the Victoria Bridge to the wharves of Montreal. The Duke of Argyle said it was worth 
crossing the Atlantic to see the rapids of the River St. Lawrence, 





AMONG THE NOTABLE VISITORS 





to this far famed region have been in the past many distinguished men. John Van Buren, Silas Wright, 
Frark Blair, Preston King, Gov. Seward, Martin Van Buren, Charles Dickens, the Duke of Argyle, George 
B. Warren, Rev. George B. Bethune, and Gen. Dick Taylor were regular patrons in the early days of the 
success of this section as a summer resort. Later Gen. Arthur, Gen. and Mrs. U. S. Grant, Gen. Phillip 
Sheridan, Gen. Starring, Cardinal McCloskey, Herbert Spencer, Charles Dudley Warner, Will Carleton and 
Ex-President and Mrs. Cleveland have sojourned amidst the beauties of the scene. 


O. G. STAPLES and G. DeWITT, 
Owners and Prorr’etors, 


Write for Rates and Illustrated Bcoklet. Alexandria Bay, New York. 



















































Drawn by Geo. Bleekman 
“© T went down, but got up again quickly enough ™ 


(page 311 
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Year Five 


Field 6 Stream 


JULY, 1900 





Number Six 


Of the out-doors for the out-doors’ sake 








OLD MAN MUK-WAW 


Marstyn Pogue (Trail Maker) 








TEAM of alleged horses, connect- 
A ed with a variety of wagon by bits 

of rope of assorted sizes, and straps 
of Indian-tanned moose skin, transported 
Sliver Lavender Yardley and myself, my 
birch-bark canoe and my camp outfit 
over several species of roads to Peepeck- 
aweebic Lake, at the head of the state of 
Maine, as far from the Quebee border as 
a man can walk in a day. It was the 
twenty-somethingth of June. Also it was 
stifling hot. 

We started in the blear of the morn, 
and we arrived just as the disk of the sun, 
virulent red, was dipping behind the 
woods on the opposite shore. 

We were tired, and we felt the quick 
wolf-hunger in our insides, having eaten 
nothing since four of the clock ante-mer- 
idian, save a couple of hardtacks and a 
bit of cheese. But as the wagon stopped 
in the middle of a little clearing that 
sloped gently to the water’s edge, there 
came from the fringes of the woods the 
delicious vesper song of a wood thrush. 
It was as if some especial wilderness god 
were blowing softly upon a flute. Our 
hearts were filled with pure delight. That 
luscious bird music alone was worth the 
weary, day-long journey. 

We made camp on the top of a little 
knoll close to the frills of the forest, and 
about fifty yards from the shore. The 
thermometer sank from 94 to 76 de- 
grees in half an hour, and a cool wind 
came softly intoning through the 





branches of the hemlocks, and the air was 
sweet with wild smells. 

While the cadger, Francois Mallarmé, 
and Sliver pitched the little wedge tent, 
I found a red cedar stump on the beach, 
split it, built a fire, and fried bacon, made 
coffee, got out the tin plates and cups, 
knives, forks and spoons, and the hard 
tack, pepper, salt, sugar and condensed 
milk. The bacon was good, the hard 
tack was fresh, and the coffee was strong, 
and we had oatmeal and biscuits and 
canned peaches for dessert. Afterwards 
we set our camp in order. Then we pad- 
dled out on the lake in the white splen- 
dor of the moonlight and smoked our 
briarwood opwawgawns. The _ whip- 
poor-wills called dolefully across the nar- 
row lake, and the dipping nighthawks, 
hunting the moths that drifted a hands- 
breadth above the water, whistled harsh- 
ly. 

Presently we paddled along the shore, 
in the shadow of the spruces and tama- 
racks, where the fireflies flecked the dark. 
Our hearts were in tune for just such a 
wilderness smell as the scent of the damp 
boughs and the gummy bark, and for just 
such a sound as the lonely murmur of the 
wind in the branches. 

I do not think the mysterious beauty 
of any night of clear moonlight in any 
of the lovely places where it has been my 
good fortune to camp ever made as deep 
an impression upon me as that first night 
on Peepeckaweebic Lake. But the night 
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will live in my memory forever for an- 
other reason. I was much worse scared 
that night than I ever was before. And 
I have not been worse frightened since. 
My behavior on that occasion was dis- 
creditable. | felt the paralytic chill of 
fear. 

It begins at the roots of the heart, ana 
slows the pumping down to quarter 
speed. Then the blood stiffens in the 
veins and the hairs on the head feel like 
wires. Also the vertebrae unlinks itself 
in several places, and the strength leaves 
the body as water leaves a_ squeezed 
sponge; you can feel it going, and the 
feeling is not pleasant. You wait your 
doom with passive indifference. I waited 
for mine on that night. But by the es- 
pecial favor of Providence, it didn't at- 
rive. But I won't forget that night. 

The fright was given me by Mr. Muk- 
waw, the large, fat, middle-aged black 
bear who resided in a cave in the mass of 
conglomerate overlaid by granite on the 
northern shore of the lake. After the 
calmest reflection, it is my opinion that 
Mr. Muk-waw’s intentions were pacific. 
I believe it was his benign wish not to 
go to war with me. He scared me only 
as an extreme measure, and | think he 
was reluctant to do so, and he certainly 
might have made a meal off me, and re- 
frained. It is my conviction that he was 
a mild-mannered and inoffensive beast. 


In the waning light, about the time we 
finished our supper, Mr. Muk-waw left 
his cave and padded away through the 
woods on his own trail, as was his cus- 
tom, snapping at the fireflies that winked 
and flashed across the runway in front of 
him, and purring. 

He rejoiced because of the delicious 
coolth, for he had suffered much during 
the day from the heat on account of his 
thick fur. 

Muk-waw’s runway did not reach far 
from his den. Fifty yards from the cave- 
mouth it was lost in the undergrowth. 
Muk-waw, snuffing and purring, deviat- 
ed into the blackest deeps of the woods, 
turning over rotting tree-trunks with his 
nose, and searching with his tongue for 
fat, pobby grubs on the underside of the 
logs. He was very fond of these. Pres- 
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ently he turned toward the lake shore, 
The full moon now tlooded the beach on 
that side of the lake with sickly white 
light. ©Muk-waw had no charitable in- 
tentions toward the crawfish. Making 
no more noise than a shadow, the big, 
obese bear went slinking along the shore, 
turning over the flat stones at the water’s 
edge gently, but swiftly, with a deft paw. 
With the other forepaw he grasped Mr. 
Crawfish, who was reposing peacefully in 
the warm, wet sand underneath the stone. 
There was a crawfish beneath nearly 
every stone, but Muk-waw grew weary 
of crawfish after a time. He progressed 
steadily in the direction of our camp, and 
in a couple of hours he came in sight of 
it. He paused and regarded the little 
white tent with concern. He had never 
seen anything like it before, but he re- 
membered that his mother had told him 
about such things, and had admonished 
him not to approach them without cau- 
tion, and never to go very near them. 
Their occupants had been known to 
make unprovoked assaults, with intent 
to kill, upon quiet, peaceful bears, on oc- 
casion. He his haunches, and 
folded his front paws across his breast 
like an educated pig, and reflected. 

Muk-waw meditated deeply for a long 
time. At last a current of air, a very 
gentle swish of wind, brought a faint 
aroma to his nostrils from the immediate 
vicinity of the tent. It was delicious, and 
up went the sensitive nose of Muk-waw; 
sneef—sneef—sneef! It was the smell of 
a smoke-cured ham, which, in its yellow 
canvas skin, had been negligently left on 
the top of a big wicker-work grub-box, 
about twenty feet from the tent. This 
ham should have been put in the grub- 
box ; somehow it had not. 

Muk-waw’s good intentions to be wary 
were all forgotten in a moment. That 
smell was irresistible. He dropped on all 
four feet and shambled forward with 
speed. 

It chanced that the other fellows were 
asleep. I was awake, and when Muk- 
waw came near the tent I heard his heavy 
footfalls and his snuffing, and remem- 
bered of a sudden where the ham was. I 
invoked the wrath of several gods upon 
Sliver, who had left it there, and crawled 
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reluctantly out of my _ blankets. I 
brushed aside the flap, which had not 

been fastened, because there were no mo- 
squitoes, and stepped out into the moon 
lare. 

Old Man Muk-waw had already locat- 
ed the ham and was approaching it with 
swiftness. I gave a series of war-yells of 
unusual ferocity, meant to stamp the im- 
pression on Muk-waw’s mind that I was 
a devastating wolf, and that it was my 
night to whoop, and that | was on the 
var-trail. I thought Muk-waw might 
have mistaken the yellow stripes on my 
pink pajamas for war-paint. I thought 
he would be filled with dread at the 
sound of my voice, and that his retreat 
would be precipitate. I fondly imagined 
that when my whoops rang out in the 
stillness he would say to himself: “This 
is a bad, bad man, and it would be idiotic 
to trifle with him.” 

But Old Man Muk-waw differed from 
the other bears I had met. He was not 
impressed. He still shuffled in the direc- 
tion of the ham. He was imperturbable 
I howled some more, and rushed toward 
him, waving my arms. 

When I was quite close to him he 
stopped, and gave a thick, sobby grunt. 
Then came a low growl. He regarded 
that ham as his meat, and although it was 
a small thing to go to war about, he was 
willing to fight if it could not be avoided. 
That was what the growl was meant to 
express. 

If | had not felt the contempt of an old 
campaigner for bears, | would have re- 
treated in good order to the tent, and 
Mr. Muk-waw would have gone off 
quietly with the ham. But by reason of 
this contempt and a natural temerity that 
has gotten me into many scrapes, I did 
not retire, but gave another whoop. This 
last war-shout seemed to annoy Muk- 
waw. With a thick throat-roar of anger, 
he stood up fronting me, and of a sudden 
gave me a light cuff on the side of the 
neck. 

I went down, but got up again quickly 
enough. It was then that the fear of 
death came to me, and I have told you 
what that fear is like. “Woof! woof!” 
said the bear. I thought he was going 
to slay me. But I was utterly incapable 
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of running away. My feet were clogged. 
I waited there, and | have told you how I 
felt. 

The bear acted queerly. He thrust his 
nose very close to my face, and the hot, 
wild-beasty smell of his breath sickened 
me. There was something almost hyp- 
notic in the direct glance of his little pig- 
like eyes. But his intentions were not 
hostile. In a little time—it may have 
been a couple of minutes—he swung his 
big body to the right, dropped down, and 
walked leisurely over to the grub-box. 
Picking up the ham, he trotted off into 
the woods like a dog with a bone. 

My nerves strung themselves up again 
when I saw the rear of Old Man Muk- 
waw. The energy came back to my legs, 
and I returned to the tent. Apparently 
my war-yells had not awakened the sleep- 
ers. | rubbed vaseline into the scratches 
on my neck made by the bear’s claws, 
and rolled myself in my blankets again. 

Next morning, when the teamster, 
Mallarmé, had departed, I reproved Sli- 
ver for his carelessness in leaving the 
ham on the lid of the grub-box, and told 
him what had happened in the deep of 
the night. He declared that he had not 
heard a sound. He deeply regretted the 
loss of the ham. 

“That bear will come vagabonding 
around here again tonight, seeking what 
he can devour,” said Sliver. And forth- 
with my companion uncased his new 
Savage rifle and fed her with slender, 
far-killing point three naught threes. 
Then he laid her down tenderly on his 
side of the bed of hemlock boughs in the 
tent. Then he went berry-picking. I 
remembered Old Man Muk-waw’s clem- 
ency towards me, and I opened a box of 
point three naught three shot cartridges, 
number ten shot in a pasteboard shell, 
meant for shooting black squirrels. I 
took up Sliver’s rifle, pumped out the 
cartridges with the long drab bullets in 
them and shoved six shot cartridges in 
Then I put the rifle back in the same 
place. 

At twenty minutes past twelve o'clock 
that night the corpulent Mr. Muk-waw 
slunk out of the frills of the woods to see 
if any charitable person had left another 
ham in a convenient place where a hun- 
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ery bear could get it without risk of 
grievous bodily harm. He moved slowly 
across the open moonlit clearing towards 
the tent. Sliver, from the tent, emptied 
his magazine at Mr. Muk-waw when he 
was within fifty yards. The tiny grains 
of shot stung the bear, and he went back 
to cover with flying leaps. He will be 
camp-shy for many a year. 

“Your shooting,” said I to Sliver, “is 
conspicuously bad. You never touched 
him.” 

Sliver made a brief mention of the 
place of torment. Then he remarked 
that he was in a state of condemnation if 
he knew how he missed. If he had 
picked up one of the empty shells that 
had jumped out of the gun he would have 
known. But he did not. 

Beyond the Vaal river, in the South 
African Republic, ahead of Roberts’ far- 
extending army, many thousands of Can- 
adian and Australian horsemen—hunters 
and sportsmen every one of them before 
the war began, and therefore soldiers 
ready-made—clothed in the  yellow- 
brown khaki, and wearing the wide felt 
hat looped up on one side which is the 
sign of the irregular trooper, ride with 


rifle on hip, and long forty-five revolver 


quick-eved men, 
faces: dead sure 
recklessly, fc ¢ y]- 


loosened in holster: 
with tobacco-colored 
shots, splendid riders; 
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ishly brave in battle, but cunning, wary 
scouts; fighting like wolves but honoring 
the true-hearted, patriotic Dutchmen 
they are fighting and smashing, for they 
are better men than the Boers. These 
Canadian and ustralian irregular troop- 
ers are not equaled by any rough-riding 
fighting men in this world, except the 
men of the United States cavalry, who 
are of the same pattern, men of the An- 
glo-Saxon breed, which will some day 
ride into the hell of a world-war thigh to 
thigh, swearing and jesting as is their 
custom, and ride out conquerors. 

And Sliver Yardley is one of those 
hard-lined scouts of the little Irish field- 
marshal, with the quiet manner and the 
deep Irish cunning. Before this is in 
print Trooper Yardley, and many other 
good friends of mine who are following 
the guidance of Hard-Riding Hutton, 
will be in camp around Pretoria, if they 
stop no bullets. And to that great camp 
of the English at Pretoria several copies 
of the number of FIELD AND STREAM in 
which this story is printed will go. And 
then will Sliver, when he has read this 
story beside a campfire, with perhaps 
other troopers, Canucks or Australians 
or men from the western states—Sliver 
is a Wyoming man_himself—looking 
over his shoulder, find out how he came 
to miss Old Man Muk-waw that night of 
wonderful clear moonlight by Peepeck- 
aweebic Lake. 
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THE PINES 
Whispering, murmuring: 

Swayed by the balmy breeze 

\s it blows, the spicy trees 

Chant their crooning lullabys, 

And breathe their incense-laden sighs 

Upward into summer skies 


Secret, mysterious; 

Veiled prophets of the wood, 

Who ill foretell, or good; 

The tall, priestly, pointed pines, 
Grim guardians of the forest shrines, 
Wave their arms in mystic signs. 


Drowsy. languorous: 

The pungent pine groves, soft 
Carpeted, sing far aloft 

Their low-voiced invitations free, 

To come and dream. Bid all care flee, 
For only joy ‘neath the pines may be. 


FRANK FARRINGTON 

















HUNTING IN JAVA—A SPORTSMAN’S PARADISE 


Edward K. Parkinson 








T has been customary for sportsmen, 
in search of big game, to try either 
Africa or India, but on arriving at 
the happy hunting ground they have 
been forced to spend months in the in- 
terior, beyond the pale of all civilization. 

On a small island in the Malay Archi- 
pelago, commonly called Java, or the 
‘** Pearl of the East,’’ one may hunt any- 
thing, from tiger to quail or snipe, and 
as the island is only six hundred and 
sixty miles long and one hundred and 
thirty-five miles wide, the comforts of life 
are always at hand. Game abounds in all 
parts of the island, from the tiger and 
rhinoceros in the swamps and jungles to 
wild bulls and roebuck on the mountain 
sides. 

Java might well be called a freak of 
nature, owing its existence to a series of 
internal eruptions. <A chain of volca- 
noes extends through the center of the 
island from one end to the other. These 
slope gradually to the sea, forming table- 
lands, deep gorges and vast swamps. 
The climate varies from hot to cold as 
one ascends the mountains. The scen- 
ery is unusually fine, and from April to 
October there is perpetual sunshine. 

The best way to reach the island of 
Java is by way of a Dutch steamer from 
Amsterdam, which goes directly to Ba- 
tavia, and takes about three weeks. This 
gives one a chance to pick up a little 
Dutch and Malay, the two chief lan- 
guages in use on the island. 

Batavia, the capital, is one of the most 
beautiful cities in the world, with its wide 
and well built streets, shaded by mag- 
nificent palms and fragrant magnolia 
trees. On arriving there, if one is in 
search of tigers, a trip to the north is 
made, after securing horses and natives, 
to the little kingdom of Bantam. The 
journey is easily done in two days, and 
the country is well worth seeing. No- 
where on the face of the earth can one 
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find such beauty of foliage, in size of 
leaf and flower, such brilliancy in color 
or such variety and symmetry in size and 
species as one sees in the plains and for- 
ests of Java. One passes through for- 
ests of teak and mahogany trees; of san- 


dalwood, with its delicious scent; one 
sees ferns the size of gigantic trees, 


palms in dozens of varieties, camphor 
trees, fancy woods, both rare and valu- 
able, and flowering shrubs of all colors 
meet the eye on every hand. 

Making headquarters at the town of 
Bantam, one can get plenty of game 
within a radius of fifty miles, but here one 
does not hunt tigers with elephants, as 
in India, and everything depends on the 
marksmanship of the hunter. The man 
who is not an expert shot will have his 
fill of excitement the first day. 

If, on the other hand, rhinoceroses 
are looked for, a journey southward 
from Batavia towards the interior, is 
made, and on reaching some of the nu- 
merous villages the man on the lookout 
for game will doubtless hear of a farmer 
whose plantation is being ruined by the 
ravages of these animals, and he will be 
welcomed with open arms. Tor the 
Javanese are kindhearted and most hos- 
pitable, and one is seldom obliged to 
camp in the bush for more than a few 
days at a time. The owner of the 
plantation will summon his neighbors 
and arrange for a grand hunt. 

The plan of attack consists in sur- 
rounding the place with men armed with 
short spears, when the circle is complete 
the guest, who is often the only man of 
the party with a gun, is given the honor 
of killing the beasts. This is a most dan- 
gerous and difficult thing to do, for the 
hide of the rhinoceros is practically bul- 
let-proof, the one vulnerable point being 
just behind the ear. Should the first shot 
fail to kill, a scene of wild excitement fol- 


lows, and woe betide the native who 
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comes in contact with that one short 
horn. 

In the mountainous regions of the 
island are found herds of stags, wild 
bulls and boars, roebucks, wolves and 
panthers. In the lowlands and swamps 
great crocodiles, measuring from twenty 
to thirty feet, are to be found. But he 
who aspires to shoot these reptiles must 
be a sharpshooter indeed, for they are 
always ravenous, and have more than 
once found a well-fed hunter most ap- 
petizing. 

Of feathered game there is plenty: 
peacocks, ducks, quail, wildcocks, goose, 
snipe and woodcock, in fact, every kind 
of bird worth shooting and eating. 

All this is to be found on a small island 
about the size of the state of Wisconsin. 
The people themselves are interesting, 
and their customs and characters are 
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worth study. Their houses, that is of the 
middle classes, are made of bamboo, and 
roofed with palm thatch. Their chief at- 
traction is the invariable large verandah, 
covered with beautiful climbing plants. 

The culinary arrangements of the 
house are simple. At daylight a break- 
fast of coffee and rice is served. At 10 
o'clock there is a dinner of fish, fowl 
and vegetables, with plenty of red pep- 
per, rice and curry, ending, as a rule, 
with a lavish display of fruits of all kinds. 
Supper is a substantial meal, consisting 
of salted ducks’ eggs, white grubs and a 
species of worm found in the trees; rice 
and curry again, to which are added sev- 
eral highly seasoned preparations called 
sambols. 

The flag of the Netherlands floats over 
the island, and it is the one pearl of great 
price in the Dutch colonial crown. 
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AN UNEXPECTED SEQUEL 


Charles Hilliard Sawyer 








Tis the unexpected that happens,” an 

ancient saw, no doubt, but one so of- 

ten verified by human experience 
that it has crystallized, in the use and 
evolution of language, into an axiom. 

When Hancock and Pettigrew invited 
me to take a drive over the prairie for a 
day’s duck shooting, it was foreordained, 
in the wise providence of things, that we 
should experience an exciting bit of ad- 
venture characteristic of Indian Terri- 
tory life. 

“Drive around to the Marshal's office 
and pick up Dick Bedietter,” said Petti- 
grew. 

Dick was a product, a result of Indian 
Territory civilization—six feet one inch 
in altitude, sandy mustached, strong as 
a Texas steer, and agile as a mountain 
goat, he was a loyal friend and an uncom- 
promising enemy, feared by all the black- 
legs and desperadoes of the Northern 
District. Dick was a United States mar- 
shal; an unerring shot, as the tenants in 
“Bedletter’s Grave Yard” up there on the 
side hill near the Indian town of Vinita, 
could bear silent but impressive witness. 
In fair fight and no favors he did not re- 
gret one of the twenty-three miserable 
lives taken by him in trying to uphold 
the outraged laws. Before the establish- 
ment of the United States courts in the 
Territory, human life was not worth as 
much as a broncho or a steer. 

It was a glorious day. Far over the 
undulating prairie the tall grass waved 
and nodded in the morning breeze that 
swept down from the west. In the east 
low-lying clouds glowed like burnished 
gold. Meadow larks twittered and doves 
called in the dewy, fresh morning, and 
the exhilaration of a new day invigorated 
both body and mind. 

A half-hour’s drive brought us to the 
first “water tank.” Scores of these nat- 
ural tanks, or small ponds, are scattered 
about upon the broad prairies, furnishing 
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drink for the live stock on the different 
ranges. In many places the water is held 
by dams erected in gullies, washouts and 
small water-ways. ‘The level stretches of 
prairie give no indications of these water 
supplies to one not familiar with the 
country. The unsophisticated stranger 
might be within one hundred yards of a 
tank, and not suspect it. 

“There's a tank over there,” 
cock, pointing. 

“All out.” 

We piled out, took our guns from the 
wagon, and filled our pockets with shells. 

“How do you know there is water over 
there?” I asked the general; “looks to me 
like level prairie land.” 


said Han- 


“That’s easy,” he answered. “See 
those low bushes and that tree? That 
usually means water on the open 


range. Sometimes water is found where 
there are no trees, and—Great Scott!” 
he exclaimed, interrupting himself, “see 
that flock of ducks? We are in for no 
end of sport.” 

He threw the lines to the colored boy, 
and we hurried down into a ravine. Dick 
and Pettigrewhad gone one hundred rods 
or more to the north, and in an opposite 
direction, taking advantage of a hillock 
between them and the pond, and crouch- 
ing well down in the grass. Creeping 
along up the bed of the gully, Hancock 
and I reached the dam, which 
stood above us and which concealed us 
from the wild fowl that we could now 
plainly hear clamoring upon the surface 
of the water. 

“Now, old man,” whispered the gen- 
eral, “get ready. Steady!” for he saw 
me making a spasmodic effort to jerk up- 
wards. “Keep cool. Give them one bar- 
rel on the water, and the other when they 
rise. Now!” 

Great Cesar! Whataclamorand rush 
of wings, as we poured the first shot in 
among them! Up rose the bewildering, 
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quacking, squalling mass,—a_ whirling 
pandemonium of sound and animated 
feathers. Were all the fowl in the county 
on that acre or two of water? They 
swirled, in a dense, cyclone-like cloud 
over the tank, circling above our heads. 

“Turn them up the gully. Now let 
them have it,” said Hancock. 

Crack, crack went our guns, and with 
wild protests they turned, and with a 
mighty beating of wing on wing, flew low 
in the direction of the hillock behind 
which Dick and Pettigrew were con- 
cealed. 

They were alive to the situation, for as 
we sprang upon the dam and shouted, 
four shots followed in rapid firing order, 
and I then saw Dick throw down his 
shotgun and pull his six-shooter. 

“Force of habit,” laughed Hancock, as 
Dick popped away into the air. 

“Great fun,” said Pettigrew, when a lit- 
tle later we threw a score of fowl into the 
wagon, “but not much skill.” 

“How’s that for a little skill, Jim?” said 
Hancock, holding up a goose minus its 
head—a victim to Dick’s bullet. “Seems 
like you ought to give a fellow credit for 
a shot like that.” 

“And here’s another,” said I, holding 
up a mallard with a bullet hole torn 
through the body. 

“Chance shots,” growled Dick, evi- 
dently disgruntled at only two kills with 
six chances. 

We tried several other tanks, with in- 
different success. 

“Tt’s too late, now, for tank-shooting,”’ 
said Hancock, “they are off feeding on 
the cattle ranges.” 

We scattered over the range, and were 
soon each as busy as a pug dog with 
fleas. It seemed strange to shoot water 
fowl on dry land; but there they were in 
large numbers, feeding upon the corn 
that the herdsmen place about on the 
ranges to fatten the cattle. 

I saw Hancock make a beautiful shot. 
Two fat geese came speeding toward his 
bush; they were almost over him, flying 
low, when he tumbled the first, and then, 
turning as quick as a flash, he took the 
second from behind, “a tergo,” as old 
Cicero would say. It was a pretty 
double. 





‘The day's sport, finished off with a fine 
dinner at \Wagoner, was a success, and 
we waited for the Katy flyer to take us to 
Muskogee. The train was late, and it 
was dark when we pulled out of the sta- 
tion. A little way out, Deputy Paden 
Dolbert came through. 

“Looks like you fellows have been 
shooting, he remarked. “The gang's 
aboard,” he continued, turning to Bed- 
letter. 

“Anything up?” asked Dick. 

“Oh, you know—the usual scare— 
$80,000 of Creek payment money for- 
ward. Most of the boys are in the bag- 
gage car.” 

The talk then drifted. “Hancock 
made the shot of his life,” said Pettigrew, 
and’’—just then the car gave a fearful 
lurch. The engine whistle gave four 
frenzied toots. “That’s the signal, come 
on, Dolbert,” said Dick Bedletter, who, 
by virtue of his office, took command. 
Both men drew their guns, and hurried 
forward to the baggage car. 

“What’s up?” shouted a dozen voices, 

“Hold up, switch thrown at the sid- 
ing,” answered a big fellow in black 
slouch hat, standing in the rear of the car. 
I noticed he had a colt in each hand. 

With a few angry snorts from the en- 
gine, the train stopped with a jerk. 

“All down, down for your lives!” 
shouted the man in the slouch hat, as he 
dashed into the forward car. We hugged 
the floor, but none too soon, for a fusi- 
lade of Winchester balls riddled the up- 
per woodwork of the car. Some passen- 
gers were cut with flying glass. 

“We're always sure to have plenty of 
fun when Bedletter and Dolbert are 
around,” said Hancock, as we lay flat be- 
tween the seats. “This is duck-shooting 
with a vengeance.” 

“Hold up your hands,” shouted a 
gruff voice from the rear. “D— you! 
Get up there, and hold ‘em up.” 

A gun in the hands of a masked man, 
under such conditions, gives him plenty 
of authority to make so simple a request ; 
so we held up. 

“Come with me. Yes, you, confound 
you!” he said, savagely, sticking his gun 
in my face. “Come on, and be quick 
about it.” He covered ihree others in 
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rapid succession. “All of you move out- 
side.” On the platform another modern 
Claude Duval received the delegation, 
with gun in one hand and dynamite 
sticks in the other. 

A search was first made for weapons, 
and we were then driven off the car, and 
given each a stick of dynamite. 

A heavy firing was going on forward, 
and now and then a tremendous crash 
warned the passengers of the use of high 
explosives. But the scoundrels dared not 
approach near enough to the baggage 
car, defended as it was by Dick Bedlet- 
ter and his gang, to do serious harm, so 
we had been delegated to blow up our 
friends. With an excess of soul-terrify- 
ing threats and imprecations the despera- 
do drove us from behind, along the ditch 
outside the track toward the baggage 
car. 

“Light up those sticks and throw them 
into the car,” he ordered. 

A fat drummer tried to argue the ques- 
tion. He protested he didn’t know how 
to handle his—‘he would sure blow his 
own head off.” 

“Curse you! I will if you don't,” 
growled the man behind the gun. Sud- 
denly, a crash and a flash, and a man 
groaned near me. I looked to see the 


drummer fall, but, thank God! it was the 
robber 
wound, 


death 
The 


his 
car. 


received 
under the 


had 
fell 


who 
and 
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dynamite brigade became disorganized 
and vanished into the swamp, where only 
the head of the fat drummer could be 
seen. 

On the rear end of the baggage car 
Bedletter. With great coolness 
and skill he had fired the shot that saved 
the train from dynamite. 

“Look out,” screamed the shrill voice 
of Ned, the news boy, from somewhere 
off in the darkness. Under the platform 
of the car, right under LBedletter’s feet, 
sputtered a stick of dynamite. With a 
panther-like spring he leaped from the 
step to the platform, and then from the 
platform through the door into the car, 
and slammed the door, not a fraction of a 
second too soon, for upon the instant, 
with crashing force, the steps, the plat- 
form and a portion of the car-front were 
Wrecked and splintered. But with the 
death of the leader, and the serious 
wounding of two others of the gang, the 
battle ended, and the received 
their payment from the government, at 
Muskogee, on the following day. 

“Dick,” said Hancock, afterward,” the 
next time you are invited out for a shoot, 
bear in mind you are not to mix pleas- 
ure and business on the same trip.” 

“T don’t see much difference if it’s a 
duck hunt or a man hunt,” answered 
Dick, smiling, “so long’s you get what 
vou are after.” 


stood 
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IDLING ON MINOCQUA 


Elmore Elliott Peake 








EVEN of us went into camp on the 
green, piney shores of Minocqua. 
kkight would perhaps be more cor- 

rect, for Dot Hayden, by general con- 
sent, counted for two in whatsoever 
place she favored with her charming lit- 
the presence. 

It was Dot's first camp life, and I don’t 
think she knew the bark of a squirrel 
from the trill of a tree-frog. At the head 
of a grand march, or at a fashionable af- 
ternoon tea, or astride her nineteen- 
pound wheel, or even on the box 
of a coach, holding the ribbons of a 
four-in-hand, Dot was as much at 
home as a crab in tidewater. But 
in camp there was much for her to 
learn. Therefore, Charlie Rivers, Guy 
Littleton, Phil and myself—the whole 
male crew—resolved to impart to her, 
in three short weeks, some knowledge on 
the subject of camping. On the other 
hand, Charlie’s and Guy’s young wives 
quietly agreed to see that Dot was not 
imposed upon. 

When it came Dot’s turn at cooking, 
there was, of course, the usual superflu- 
itv of poor jokes on indigestion, and 
some talk of riding over to the village for 
a bottle of pepsin. Dot stood the ,rail- 
lery very well until Charlie Rivers took 
one of her biscuits and solemnly tied it 
on his line for a sinker. This was too 
much, and she burst into a fine shower of 
tears. 

Shortly after this incident the two mat- 
rons embarked in our scow to lure a few 
guileless perch to their hooks. The rest 
of us, Phil and Dot excented, went out 
to troll for the gamy mascalonge—the 
elephant of northern waters. On the 
way out, we remarked a loon bearing 
across the lake in his laborious flight. In 
mere whim, I whipped out my revolver, 
and when he came within range opened 
up a fusilade upon him. To the surprise 
of everybody, and none more than my- 
self, the third shot brought him down. 


*Here’s a chance for rare sport,” re- 
marked the fertile-minded Rivers, as he 
lifted the dripping black fellow into the 
boat. “Row back to shore.” 

Carefully secreting the bird under his 
coat, Rivers walked up to the tent, and 
sent the suspect down to take his place 
in the boat. 

“There, Dot,” remarked Rivers proud- 
ly, throwing the loon down in a vain- 
glorious way, “there’s a bird fit for a 
king. We'll surprise the ladies at dinner 
today.” 

“It’s a duck, isn’t it, Mr. Rivers, or is 
it a goose?” asked Dot, innocently, run- 
ning her fingers rather gingerly through 
the plumage. 

“A canvasback, Dot, and if it’s cooked 
right one of the most toothsome mor- 
sels on the face of the earth—brook 
trout always excepted. You want to 
pluck it nicely—without scalding, you 
know, for that would make the tender 
skin tear too easily. Then bake it just 
as you would a turkey or a chicken.” 

“And baste it with the grease?” ex- 
claimed Dot, waxing enthusiastic. It 
seems she had assisted on sundry 
Thanksgiving occasions. 

“Exactly, and a little sage dressing 
wouldn’t hurt it any. But as there won’t 
be enough duck to go arourid—we'll 
have to toss a coin to see who are the 
lucky ones—you had better fry plenty 
of fish,” he added, not being a fellow to 
go without his dinner, even for the sake 
of a joke. 

“And I shall try to redeem myself for 
those bad biscuits this morning, Mr. 
Rivers,” said Dot, witha little apologetic 
blush. “Mamma says I am real good 
on baking turkeys,” and she bustled 
about so happily that Rivers’s con- 
science, as he afterward confessed, gave 
him a sharp twinge. 

“That’s all right, Dottie, about those 
biscuits,” said he kindly. “I’ve eaten 
worse ones—though not lately. I am 
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going to stroll through the woods and 
see if | can’t get a partridge. It wouldn't 
go bad with that duck.” 

Now the flesh of a loon, as everybody 
knows who knows loons at all, is just 
about as tender and palatable as that of a 
turkey-buzzard. As for plucking it, pull- 
ing hair out of a well-cured cinnamon- 
bear hide is mere play compared with it. 
To do it without scalding, or the use of a 
pair of pincers, is, I think, a physical im- 
possibility. 

Dinner time arrived, and Rivers had 
not come back. When we sat down to 
the table, before a smoking platter of 
pickerel and black bass, | noticed that 
Dot was nervous and confused. She was 
a proud little thing, and took defeat in 
anything to heart. As Rivers walked 
into the tent, a few minutes later, he 
looked so that his wife, she de- 
clared afterward, suspected a joke; which 
was confirmed by Dot’s jumping up im- 
mediately, and leading Charlie outside. 

“Don’t tell them, don’t tell them, Mr. 
Rivers!” she pleaded, clasping a pair of 
hands all red from tugging at the miser- 
able loon’s tough hide, “but I couldn't 
pick that horrible duck at all. What's 
the matter with him?” 

“Can't imagine,” answered Rivers, in 
great perplenity. “He must be anold one. 
Which way did you pull the feathers—to- 
ward you or from you?” 

“Why—why, from me, I guess,” she 
confessed, blushing as if she had been 
guiltv of some very wicked deed. 

“Ah! that explains it. Always pick a 


sober 


duck toward you, Dottie,” he admon- 
ished her. “After dinner you can get 


Phil to help vou pick it for supper. Phil's 
regi 0d at ducks.” 

“All right,” she answered, gratefully, 
“but please don’t, Mr. Rivers, say any- 
thing about it at dinner. 

me, Dot,” he 


“Trust 
came into the tent 


answered, and 
with his mouth 
twitching nervously. A knowing wink 
from him put Little and me on our 
guard. Two or three times during din- 
ner Rivers came within an ace of chok- 
ing, which made him growl a good deal 
about pesky fish bones. Dot sat on the 
other side as innocent as a May lambkin. 
Shortly after dinner, when Dot solicit- 
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ed Phil's aid in the duck-picking busi- 
ness, the joke came out. Dot blazed 
with wrath at the discovery of the impo- 
sition, but soon cooled her cheeks with 
those salty drops that never fail a woman 
in trying times. Rivers, who had been 
swelling up for an hour with suppressed 
laughter, rolled on the ground in silent 
convulsions. Young Mrs. Rivers tried 
her best to keep her face sober enough 
for scolding purposes, but in vain; and 
at last she laid her cheek against her hus- 
band’s, so that Dot could not see, and 
mingled her tears of laughter with his. 

\bout five o'clock that afternoon a 
bank of black, wicked-looking clouds, 
close to the horizon, warned our party of 
fishermen to Our tents, 
squiare ones, divided into compartments, 
new and strong; but we = strung 
some extra guyropes in anticipation of 
the blow, and tightened the stakes. [Tor 
two hours the storm muttered and threat- 
ened in the distance. In the meantime, 
it grew so chilly that we were glad to get 
into our extra wraps. Everything being 
snug and shipshape, the boys filled their 
pipes, and and story went the 
rounds. 

Campers pray for sunshiny days and 
warm, moonlight nights; but, after all, 
the hour that knits the ties of friendship 
is when vou huddle together with noth- 
ing but the walls and roof of a fragile 
tent between you and the warring ele- 
ments. [riends are very dear in such an 
hour; and under the inspiration of the 
moment one feels capable of heroic deeds 
in their defense. 

About seven o'clock the storm burst. 
The wind moaned and shrieked in the 
tall pine tops. The lake, usually as 
smooth as a mirror, was whipped into 
foam and thrown upon the shore with a 
roar like old ocean’s. One moment the 
sky was a blinding network of fire; the 
next, it trembled with the mighty “artil- 
lery of the heavens.” The story-telling 
abruptly ceased, and we all sat in a kind 
of awed spell, with just a subdued word 
now and then. Our tent was in a shel- 
tered spot, vet it swaved and tugged at 
the ropes like old Prometheus strug- 
gling to break his galling fetters. Not 
much rain fell, and none leaked in. 
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IDLING ON 
Little by little, the two voung wives 
edged nearer and nearer their husbands. 
Little Dot had no such house of refuge, 
though one was building for her. Some 
temperaments are peculiarly susceptible 
to electric storms, and | saw that 
Dot's was one of them. Her blue eves 
were wide with fear; her cheeks were 
cold and pale, and she was plainly sui- 
fering. I gave Phil a nudge and an ex- 
pressive wink that did the work. In a 
moment more her hand was tightly 
clasped in his, and soon the frost was 
melted from the roses in her cheek. 


soon 


At this moment there fell upon our 
ears a long, wild wail—a wail that I 
knew came not from the wind. It was 


shortly followed by another, and nearer. 


| said nothing, but quietly slipped a 
couple of buckshot shells into my shot- 
gun. 

“What is that, Rod?” asked Rivers, 


uneasily, as the ghastly sound again rose 
above the raging storm. 

“T don’t know,” I answered. 

“It’s not a bear.” 

“No.” 

“Ts it a panther?” 

“T think not.” 

“Well, what in the deuce is it, then?” 

‘T don't know.” 


And I didn’t. My acquaintanceship 
with the furred fraternity is extensive, 
but I had found a= stranger. But 


stranger he would not be long, apparent- 
ly, for the unearthly sounds continued 
to approach until there promised to be a 
panic in our tent. The women were 
shaking like leaves, and I think | do the 
men no injustice by saying that they 
were not in just prime condition for a 
rifle range. 

[ unlaced the flap of 
stepped outside, with 
cocked. Dv the next 
lightning, I saw standing, 
feet away—a man! 

“Don't shoot, don’t shoot!” he called 
out. “Some quite wet tonight.” 

It was Malliloo, the Indian idiot. We 
had heard a good many tales of this 
strange character of the northern woods, 
but this was our first sight of him. “The 
next instant I felt him at my 
Though not in the best of humor after 


tent and 
both hammers 
bright flash of 
about thirty 


the 


side. 
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our little scare, | felt sorry for the poor 
wretch, and led him into the tent. He 
carried a brace of partridges, which he 
at once turned over to me, as a peace- 
offering, presumably. He then coolly 
squatted upon the ground, and made 
himself at home. The birds were full- 
grown, but bore no shotmarks, and must 
have been trapped 

Malliloo wore no covering over his 
thick, black hair. His apparel consisted 
of a red flannel shirt, and buckskin trous- 
and moccasins, the last two now 
black with moisture. .\ccording to gen- 
eral report, Malliloo, in common with 
most of his degenerate brethren, was ex- 
tremely fond of ‘firewater.”” According- 
ly, | tendered him a tin cup and a quart 
of prime stuff. He went at it as though 
it were claret, and I looked rather rue- 
fully at the great ebb tide that took place 
within the bottle. 

“Fine some whiskey 
smacking his lips. 


ers 


that,’ said he, 


“Yes,” | remarked, corking the bottle 
and putting it away. “*What there is left 
of it.” 


He looked at me solemnly and ans- 
wered, “Can't drink much of um. Make 
um sick.” 

“So | notice,” I answered gravely. 

He stared silently and blankly ahead, 


but | would make oath that there was a 
twinkle in his eve. After about ten min- 
utes he arose without a word, and 


plunged out into the storm again, and 
soon we heard his lonely wailing again, 
which, it seems, is a crazy conceit of his 
to answer the storm-wind. 

The next day, having tasted of our 
hospitality, he was back again for “*more 
fine some whiskey ;” and Dot, having 
lost her fear of him with the daylight, 
passed over my bottle with an abandon 
that showed how little she appreciated its 
value. The “fine some whiskey” was in 
a fair way of disappearing altogether 
when I opportunely arrived. 

“Look here, Timbuctoo or 
ZO00— a 

‘Malliloo!” corrected Dot, demurely. 

“Well, Malliloo, then,” said I, “your 
bazoo is altogether too-too.” 

Dot crowed right out at my cheap 
wit; but Malliloo, blinking solemnly, 


Kalama- 











only said, “Fine some whiskey that,” 
and turned and disappeared in the 
woods. 

I was seriously thinking of wheeling 
over to the village and buying a quart ot 
“popskull” liquor for Mally’s private 
consumption. 

An event occurred that afternoon, 
however, which put Mally in an entirely 
different light with us all. We had only 
two boats. Littleton had taken one of 
these and gone on a little exploring tour 
to the other end of the lake. Dot, after 
vainly trying to persuade some of the 
rest of us to brave the sun upon the 
water, rowed off alone. 

After she had gone, the ladies stretched 
themselves in the shade. Phil silently 
nursed his aching head, while Rivers 
and I sat drowsily sucking oblivion from 
our pipes. 

“Help! help!” suddenly came from 
over the water. In an instant we were 
on our feet. There, three hundred yards 
from shore, or more, was Dot, clinging 
to her overturned boat, and wasting her 
precious strength in frantic efforts to 
climb upon its slippery bottom. [| 
turned sick at heart. She could not last 
long at that rate, I knew; no boat was at 
hand; and a swim of that distance, at a 
rapid rate, would leave me as weak and 
helpless as Dot herself. Phil, if any- 
thing, was a worse swimmer than I, and 
Rivers was out of the question. Never- 
theless, just as the women set up a cry of 
despair, Phil and I peeled our coats sim- 
ultaneously. 

“Stay here; I commanded, “and en- 
courage her with your voice!” with 
which I slipped off my shoes, and made 
a dash for the water. 

At that instant a dark form shot by me 
with the speed of an arrow, and plunged 
into the lake. It was the miserable Mal- 
liloo, who, no doubt, had been lurking in 
the skirt of the wood in the hope of get- 
ting another drink from the freehanded 
girl. With swinging, overhand strokes 
he cut through the water with a speed 
that left a foaming trail. Yet he moved 
far too slowly to satisfy our eager impa- 
tience, for Dot’s cries were fast growing 
fainter. We shouted to her incessantly 
to keep her courage; but I don’t sup- 


FIELD AND STREAM 


pose the child, in her fright, understood 


a syllable. Presently we saw that she 
was lying lower in the water; but every- 
body suspected that it was not because 
of our directions, but from exhaustion. 
At last Mallilooreached her. Itseemed 
to me that he lingered an interminable 
time at the boat, though | don’t suppose 
it was actually over a minute, and he 
must have needed the breathing spell 
badly. Then we saw him push off from 
the boat with the girl in his arms. The 
progress back was slow—excruciatingly 
slow to us. But at last they neared the 
shore. Rivers and I waded out to meet 
them, up to our chins. We were none 
too soon, for while I seized the insensible 


* girl, Rivers had almost as much of a bur- 


den in the exhausted Indian. 

Dot, fortunately, had taken no water 
into her lungs, and fifteen minutes later 
she was able to sit up, white and weak, 
but with a wan smile. For some min 
utes poor Malliloo lay neglected upon 
the grass, panting like some overtasked, 
faithful dog. When he had recovered 
sufficiently to walk, he made toward the 
woods without a word; but Dot, spying 
him, cried out beseechingly, ‘ Malliloo, 
Malliloo, come here!" He turned back, 
with an absolutely expressionless face. 

“Malliloo, you are a brave man,” said 
she, feelingly. “I thank you from the 
bottom of my heart. I must know your 
name and address, so that I can always 
remember you.” 

“We are all very grateful to you, Mal- 
liloo,” said I, kindly, to offset my harsh- 
ness of the forenoon. “What can we do 
for you?” 

“Like to save pretty squaws,” said he, 
indifferently. 

“O Malliloo,” cried Dot, reproachful- 
ly, “you would have saved me if I had 
been ugly, I know you would.” 

3ut Malliloo would not commit him- 
self, and maintained silence on that par- 
ticular question. 

“Can’t we give you something, Malli- 
loo?” asked Rivers, winking at me. 
“Don’t you feel a little weak after that 
pull?” 

“More some fine whiskey, eh?” ven- 
tured Malliloo, glancing doubtfully at 
me. 
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The firewater was promptly brought 
out, and just as promptly taken care of 
by the redoubtable Mally. 

““We ought to give him some money,” 


suggested Dot. 
Malliloo pricked up his ears at once. 
“Sometimes get thirty, forty, feefty cent 


| a day for work. Get dollar once. Not 
| work long thees time, but hard. Not 
| swim often so hard. Make um blow.” 
Thus delicately informing us that his 
services were to be valued for quality 
: rather than length of time, which was 
} certainly correct, he expelled his breath 
. rapidly to show howit ‘‘made um blow.” 
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Dot slipped into the tent, but soon 
came back with her hands behind her. 
Taking Malliloo’s brown paw in her own 
pink palm, she. piled it up with ten shin- 
ing silver dollars—about all the money 
she had, | Mally’s face was a 
study. For once his indifference aban- 
doned him, and he slowly but surely re- 
laxed into a broad, happy grin. 

“Malliloo no more work thees sum- 
mer,” he remarked; and dropping the 
silver inside his shirt, he knelt upon the 
ground as a mark of gratitude, and then 
slipped away. 

Thus ended 
summer's day. 


guess. 


the adventures of that 














On the Long Portage 
From Weegwaus Cheemaun Lake 
To the Lake Beaubocage, 


Misquah Wawgoosh Padjire, 
After supper, while we smoked 
Beside the red cedar fire, 


Told how the Red God Clooskeep 
Came back to the wildwood a moon ago, 
Came from the Sunland, Meetawgawneep. 


From the Outmost East 
At sundip, he came calling, 
Long and clear, to man and beast. 


But here he might not stay, 
The dear king of us all, 
Our king of yesterday. 


The wind that flowed at his back, 
The following wind would ha’ told us why, 
The wind that walked in his track. 


But when the rose-leaf flush 
Deepened and sobered to brown-purple, 
He said to the wind-voice, “Hush!” 


He drank of the Wild water 
That coils between the hills, 
And he called to the slinking otter, 


He called to the beavers where 
Their villages are; 
He called to the loafing bear. 


The moon hung red and dim 
Over the dark birch forest 
When the moose had talk with him. 


To the wolf on the hunting trail, 
To the Indian Devil out on his limb, 
He sent his far-heard hail. 


From the forest frills, 
From the white spruce fringes, 
He called the whip-poor-wiils; 


He called to the hermit thrush, 
Singing a wonder-song wild and sweet 
In the warm, dim hush; 


HOW CLOOSKEEP* CAME BACK 


He called the loon by name 
In the deep of a night of stars 
When to the Long, Red Beaches he came. I 


Old Leather-Face knew 
In the coolth of the fading day 
In his dipping canoe. 


Young Brave Feathers heard 
Beside his pine-cone lodge-fire 
The wonder-word. 


In open day we met, 
We answered the common call,— 
The greatest council yet. 
In the hush of the summer noon 
On the level granite shore 
Of the Lake Keegawnkawkloon, 





I smoked my red opwawgawn 
While the Ogemah talked, 
All day—all night—till dawn. 


All that Clooskeep said 
may not tell, Trail- Maker. 
He spoke of the Quick and the Dead; 


— 


He spoke of tears and laughter, 
He spoke of the neutral tint of peace, 
He spoke of the red of slaughter; 


But when the dawn awoke 
In rose and saffron across the water, 
The Spell that held us broke, 





And every beast and man 
Felt the Fear at the roots of his heart, 
And each of us turned and ran. 


Then a yellow birch canoe, 
With old, strange picture-symbols 
Embroidered upon her bow, 


Came to the red, sandy shore; 
Like a ghost-canoe she came, 
And her dim paddlers were four. 


And they carried Clooskeep away 
In the blear of the breaking day. 
—Marstyn PocGue (Trail Maker) 


* Clooskeep was a beneficent Indian demigod, who held a place with the Mississaugas similar to Hia- 


watha with the Indians of the Northwest. 
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“ PHOE-BE ” 


I wuz layin’ in the shadder of a pussy-willer 


Lis’nen’ tu th’ hummin’ o’ a busy bumble-bee, 
’N a little bird sez “Phoe-be, Phoe-be.’ 
Didn't pay much attention tu what th’ little 


Jess nodist him a settin’ there a wigglin’ his 


’N only sayin’ “Phoe-be, Phoe-be.” 








I ast th’ little feller ef he wuz feelin’ wuss, 
Er ef he'd bin swallerin’ a hopper grass head 
fust, 
’N all he sed was “Phoe-be, Phoe-be.” 
ast him had he lost her, er had she gone 
away 
’N left him kind o’ lonesome like, et he 
would set all day 
’N holler ‘“‘Phoe-be, Phoe-be.” 


wee 


He didn’t ‘pear tu hear me, er else he didn’t 
care, 
’N kep’ callin’, lonesome like, fur th’ gal et 
wuzn't there, 
’N sed her name wuz “Phoe-be, Phoe-be.” 
I told him not tu bother "bout th’ gals et run 
away, 
Ez he could easy get a plenty o’ better ones tu 
stay, 
’N he jess hollered ““Phoe-be, Phoe-be.” 


He wuz onreasonable, the onery little cuss. 
I guess he must bin crazy, er maybe sumthin’ 
wuss; 
3ut thet’s the way with some folks who have 
sorrer tu bear, 
They’re bound tu make ye hear ’em ef you’re 
a-passin’ near; 
They'll jess holler ““Phoe-be, Phoe-be.” 
—Et CoMANCHO 
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A SPORTSMAN’S TOUR 


Bourdon Wilson 








IV.—IN SUNSET 


Y FRIEND, would you be so kind 

as to tell me what you raise 

around here?” The questioner 
was a side-whiskered gentleman who had 
about him the air of a prosperous clergy- 
man off on his vacation. All day he had 
been spinning across the wild, uninhab- 
ited stretches of New Mexico and Ari- 
zona, gazing with wide-open eyes at 
ranges of barren, blue hills, rugged, tree- 
less mountains, and yellow and _ white 
sand plains, clothed in somber sage- 
brush, cacti and mesquite; and his ques- 
tion came of the surprise he felt, when, 
upon alighting from his train at Tucson 
to stretch his legs, he found himself in a 
little city of a few thousand inhabitants. 

“Would vou be so kind as to tell me 
what you raise in this country?” he asked 
again. 

The questionee, a cowboy, judging by 
his appearance, slowly looked the tender- 
foot over, throwing a withering scorn 
into his manner, then aimed a stream of 
tobacco juice at an unoffending fly, and, 
shifting his quid into his “off” cheek, 
drawled, “Wall, pardner, we raises hell, 
mostl\ 

This occurred eighteen years ago, and 
the cowboy’s answer was none the less 
true because of its picturesqueness. From 
time immemorial until within recent 
years New Mexico and Arizona have 
been noted, principally, for the bountiful 
crop of “hell” annually harvested there. 
First in this industry were the noble red 
men, known locally as Apache devils, 
who waged ceaseless war with their more 
peaceable red brethren; then came the 


chivalrous Spaniards, and for something 


like three hundred vears they and the 
Apaches cut one anothers’ throats as op- 
portunity offered; next came the Ameri- 
cans—miners, soldiers, cattlemen and a 
miscellaneous lot of the most dare-devil 
outlaws the world has ever seen,—and 
for the next thirty vears “hell-raising” 
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flourished as never before. Then the 
Southern Pacific Railroad built in, bring- 
ing civilization in its train, and today, so 
far as the country near this road is con- 
cerned, the “blood-drenched sands of 
Arizona” and New Mexico are as free 
from violence and bloodshed as any other 
part of America; and the eastern sports- 
man who desires to shoot without danger 
of drawing lead to himself finds it perfect- 
ly “healthy” to stop off anywhere—prof- 
itable as well as safe, the mountains and 
plains on both sides of the road being 
bountifully supplied with game. 

Quail, rabbits, antelope, coyotes, 
mountain lions, gila monsters, deer, both 
black-tail and white-tail, turkeys, and a 
few big-horn, and black and cinnamon 
bear are to be found within easy striking 
distance of the railroad. Benson, Ari- 
zona, is a favorite rendezvous for sports- 
men, that place being the point of depart- 
ure for the Huachuca Mountains, which, 
being heavily timbered and well watered, 
are ideal for camping purposes. 

\t Bowie (suggestive name), -\rizona, 
[ came across the first and only reminder 
of the old “wild and wooly” days that I 
found on this trip: a genuine gun-fighter. 

I was lounging about the luxurious 
smoking compartment of my Pullman, 
swapping yarns with a lot of tenderfeet, 
who also were bound for the Golden 
Gate, when. I noticed them suddenly 
cower down in a seeming effort to render 
themselves invisible; and, turning my 
head, | saw darkening the door the most 
magnificent specimen of manhood I have 
ever seen. He was not less than six feet 
tall, and looked to be fully three feet 
across the shoulders, while the guns that 
hung at his belt semed to be as long as 
my arm, and with a bore as large as a 
flour barrel. 

My heart leaped with joy: we were 
about to experience a taste of the old bor- 
der life, an old-fashioned hold-up, I 
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thought, and | would get from it a realis 
tic western story that would make me fa- 
mous. 

Only a moment the desperado hesitat- 
ed, and then, in the softest, most courte- 
ous of voices, said, “Gentlemen, if you 
have no objection, my pardner and I will 
join you—lI believe there is room for two 
more.” 

Room for two more! Had he said a 
dozen, those tenderfeet would have made 
it for him, the way they crowded to- 
gether, almost piling on top of one an- 
other. He entered, followed by a slender 
young man who was not armed, and seat- 
ed himself beside me, whereupon | re- 
marked, jestingly, “Such guns as those 
are calculated to make plenty of room for 
you, anywhere.” 

He positively blushed. “Yes,” he said, 
“but you must not think that I am a des- 
perado; I live several miles south of here, 
in a pretty tough country, where I am 
justice of the peace, and I sometimes 
have to take a hand in enforcing my de- 
cisions; this has made me many enemies 
among the lawless class, and so I have to 
always go prepared for trouble. Of 
course,” he added, naively, “I never kill 
a man unless it is a case of have to.” 

Here was an opportunity for a char- 
acter sketch that was not to be lost if I 
could help it, and my notebook and pen- 
cil instantly came from my pocket, but 
before I could form a letter, he caught 
sight of them. 

“What are you going to do?” he asked, 
suspiciously. 

“Just make a few notes about you,” I 
faltered. : 

“Well, please don’t do anything of the 
kind,” he said, pleadingly, his hand drop- 
ping to his waist, “I don’t like newspaper 
notoriety. Wasa fellow out my way 
about a year ago, and he forced me to 
shoot him before he woud give up a lot 
of stuff he had written about me.” 

I hastened to explain that I was not 
representing a newspaper, but he still ob- 
jected, and I ended it by replacing my 
book and pencil in my pocket. I expect 
to go to Arizona again some day, or I 
would tell, from memory, more about 
him. 

The second oldest city in the United 
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States is Tucson, Arizona, the first set- 
tlement there having been made, so it is 
claimed, in 1560, and the Mexican part of 
the town certainly looks to be that old. 
It is interesting to the sportsman as being 
the point of departure for the Pajarito 
Mountains, which lie twenty miles south- 
ward, and are well stocked with game. 

\lany are the stories told of this old 
place, humorous, pathetic and tragic, of 
which I corralled the following one for 
the readers of FIELD AND STREAM :— 

The building-in of the Southern Pa- 
cific road was an epoch in the history of 
the place, marking, as it did, a change 
from the sleepy, medizval Mexican life 
to the pushing, go-ahead American, and 
at least the American part of its inhabi- 
tants hailed the event with an exuber- 
ance of joy. Throughout the day of the 
formal opening of the road, the happy 
people and their guests were engaged in 
feasting and drinking, largely the latter, 
so that when night came all were in a 
very ecstatic condition; and when some 
bright head now suggested that, as Tuc- 
son had been for hundreds of years the 
seat of the Roman church in that part of 
the world, it would be peculiarly appro- 
priate to inform His Holiness the Pope 
of the great good fortune that had befal- 
len the place, the idea took hold at once. 

Accordingly the mayor drafted and 
sent the following telegram: “We beg to 
inform your Holiness that Tucson, the 
ancient seat of the Church in America, 
has this day been connected with the rest 
of the world by a trunk line of railway. 
We ask vour benediction.” The Pope 
responded promptly, giving the desired 
blessing. The next morning the little 
daily paper of the place came out with a 
full-page cartoon, representing cardinals 
and other high dignitaries of the Church, 
gathered about a table upon which were 
spread maps of the world, and in their 
midst sat the Pope, angrily bringing 
his fist down on the table, and exclaim- 
ing, “Well, where in hell is Tucson, any- 
way?” 

One of the most attractive trips imagi- 
nable for a sportsman is to go from Yu- 
ma, Arizona, down the Colorado river to 
where it empties into the Gulf of Cali- 
fornia; it can be made by steamer, if one 
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is too much of a tenderfoot to enjoy a lit- 
tle roughing it, or by wagon; but the 
best way by far is to hire a large rowboat 
and drift down. The distance is about 
one hundred and sixty miles. Dense 
thickets of willow and cottonwood line 
the river nearly all the way; very little 
game is found until about halfway down, 
when ducks begin to appear in the 
sloughs along the river, and they steadily 
increase in number until the mouth is 
reached, where the air is filled from 
morning until night with the whir of 
wings, and aquatic birds by the acre float 
on the placid surface of the gulf. Ducks 
and geese of all varieties, swan, sandhill 
crane and every other bird with web feet 
or long legs are there in uncountable 
numbers. 

A gentleman from New York, who had 
just made the trip, told me that game is 
just as plentiful there now as it was fif- 
teen years ago, when I was there; and, 
owing to its isolated situation, for many 
years to come the mouth of the Colorado 
river will continue to be a veritable 
sportsman’s paradise. This trip should 
be made in the winter only, as the coun- 
try of the lower Colorado is justly famed 
for a sheolic temperature in other sea- 
sons. 

Unique in many other respects, the 
Southern Pacific is the only railroad in 
the world that can give the traveler a ride 
below sea-level: leaving Yuma my train 
plunged into a region of absolute desert, 
and, at Flowing Well, California, sank 
below the level of the sea, into the bed of 
what was in ancient times a part of the 
Gulf of California. The greatest depth is 
reached at Salton, two hundred and 
sixty-three feet, and at Indio I struck 
sea-level again. 

As my train was pulling out of Indio, I 
became engaged in conversation with a 
genuine “forty-niner,” a man whose life 
has been one continued round of adven- 
ture. Leaving his native state, Arkan- 
saw, when but little more than a boy, he 
came to California in the first of the gold 
excitement, and has not since been out of 
the West. He spun me many yarns of 


Arkansaw and western life, and of these I 
jotted down two, one being representa- 
tive of Arkansaw, the other of the West. 





“IT was mighty young when I was 
born,” he said, “an’ my father thought a 
whole lot o’ me, then, an’ so did his wife; 
that was back in Arkansaw. Lots 0’ 
snakes in Arkansaw; queer ones, too; 
that ’s where I saw my only joint snake— 
a snake that is made up of joints "bout 
two inches long. It falls all to pieces 
when you hit it with a stick, an’ when 
you go off and leave it, the head runs 
about gatherin’ up the joints, an’ puts 
‘em back in their proper places, makin’ 
the snake whole again. D—d queer 
snake, ain’t it? I never saw but one, an’ 
that was in Arkansaw. I started out 
fishin’ one day, and o’ course I took 
along a little somethin’ for snake-bite— 
‘bout a quart, say. Goin’ back home, as 
I°was crossin’ a little branch, I saw a 
strange-lookin’ snake, an’ I hit it with 
my fishin’ pole, an’ blessed if it didn’t 
uncouple just as I told you about. I was 
so surprised that I had to empty my bot- 
tle right there, an’ I dropped the cork 
down ’mongst the joints; reachin’ down 
to get it, I got one o’ the joints instead, 
but I didn’t notice that just then. Me 
keepin’ quiet, pretty soon the head began 
gatherin’ up the joints, but o’ course it 
couldn’t find the one I had, an’ I’m 
blessed if it didn’t work in that cork, an’ 


wiggle off as natural as life! Fact! 
Funny country, Arkansaw! 

“Oregon’s funny country, too. Lots 
0’ fish up there, mostly salmon. Back in 


fifty somethin’ I was up there with some 
0’ the boys, prospectin’, an’ runnin’ 
short o’ grub, we started back for Cali- 
forny. After a while we came to a river 
that was so deep we couldn’t cross it, 
an’ so we followed along up it, hopin’ to 
find a place we could ford. Salmon were 
runnin’ then, river was thick with ’em, 
could just put your hand in anywhere an’ 
pull one out. After a while we came to 
where the river poured over a cliff *bout 
fifty feet high,so high the salmon couldn’t 
go up it, an’ there they were wedged 
in so tight with their noses stickin’ up, 
that we walked across on ’em without so 
much as gettin’ our feet damp. Californy 
is a great state, an’ you'll find lots o’ 
things in it.” 

Too much cannot be said of the beau- 
ties of the coast-country of California; 


























from Banning to San Francisco, five 
hundred and sixty-nine miles, my train 
passed through the loveliest country in 
the world, a vast garden that is flanked 
on the one hand by the Pacific Ocean 
with its swarms of game fish for the fish- 
erman, and on the other by the moun- 
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tains, with their forests of giant trees, 
where game roams in abundance for the 
hunter; and when I have become better 
acquainted with my surroundings, I will 
tell the readers of FIELD AND STREAM 
what localities they should visit to get the 
best results. 
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(ive me mine angle. We'll to the river; there. 
My music playing afar off, I will betray 
Tawny finn'’d fishes; my beveled hook shall 
pierce 
and as I draw them up, 


Their slimy jaws: 
| 
' 


I'll think them everyone an Antony, 


\nd say, “Ah, ha! 


you're cau 


1 
ri 
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AMONG THE BLACK BASS WITH FLIES~ 


William C. Harris 


CHAPTER 


As our three anglers waded into the water 
the wind freshened and whirled around the 
bend of the river in fitful gusts, striking them 
upon the “starboard quarter,” as the sailor has 
it. This induced casts to the right, and called 
for a strong wrist movement in order to lay 
the line well out athwart the which 
would sometimes catch the flies in their for- 
ward cast, them upward and 
holding them there suspended and _ floating, 
feather-like, until a slight lull would land them 
gently as a snowflake 
river. 


bre Cec, 


tossing oiten 


falling upon the ruttled 


Toodles was to wade straight across the 
stream to fish the right bank of it. Gill to 
fish the left side, and Mendy chose mid- 
stream. 

The direction and wayward nature of the 


wind was, to a rod expert, nervy and exciting. 
To a bungler, it confusion 
Let us watch Toodles a moment. 

Holding the rod just above the reel in his 
right hand, with the thumb extended and fin- 


gers closely clasped, but not rigidly, 


was and failure. 


his cast 
being held meanwhile in the left hand, 


rod nearly 


of flies 
the 
appreciable movement of the wrist irom leit to 
right, he gave the tip of his rod a flirt, and 
the line and header curled backward, length- 
ening out behind him. Then without a turn 
of the eye (it was intuition that told him that 
his rear cast the 
movement of springing the rod to 


and perpendicular, by an in- 


was ended), he reversed 


his wrist, 
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th 


11 


e front, and the flies auivering fell 
inch of the 


within an 


spot which his judgment had told 
him was a likely one. r 


loodles ignored the 1 iditionary teachings 
of the craft, by his disbelief in the “forty-five 


degree” angle doctrine. 
“Herbert. Morris, Scott, 


them,” he 


and 


the rest of 


said during a campfire-talk, “may 
have found it all right. but, boys, I think that 
many of our angling lessons, as taught in the 


fol 


led and the crowd 


books, are laid down on the principle of 
Walton 
followed. Take this ‘angle of forty- 
hand and put it in 
Nine times out of ten your backward cast of 
fiitv feet will plump your flies, when handled 
on a ten-foot rod, into the water behind you 
\nd, in the forward cast, with your rod at that 


low-your-leader. 
of moderns 


five degrees’ in 


practice 


angle, ten to one that you will recover it, at 
least twenty degrees, in order to prevent the 
line looping and falling with a great splash 


into the water before vour flies touch it.” 

“No, no, boys,” he “the 
matter li } ist movement, with 
the clear brain and the loving heart behind it 


continued; whole 


s in the nervy wr 


Mendy, neither you nor Gill can tell me how 
give that effective quivering 
rod. A turn of the wrist, you 

bosh! say I. Your brain wills it, and your heart 


you motion to 


your say 
is in it, and the motive power goes right down 
that good right arm of yours into the 
and then up and out that split bamboo, 
through each thread of your braided line, until 


Wrist, 




























it culminates in the point fly; not ending even 


there, I sometimes think, but rather in the 
tough upper lip of the bass, as you strike 
him.” 

“Toodles is off—not a word, Mendy, or else 
he'll play this tune for an hour or two,” said 
Gill. 

“This ‘forty-five degree’ theory is all very 
well, boys,” continued Toodles, “on a trout 


stream overhung with brush or forest growth, 
that is, if the same angle of the rod is used 
twice the same day on such water (which | 
doubt), forced to use a ten 
foot cast, 
the surface of the stream, or, as I 


where are 


and to sweep it ofttimes parallel to 


you 
once saw a 
green one do, to loop your line into a roll like 
a sailor’s casting line, and toss it into a foam 
of a rapid, hoping that a current will land it 
in a pool where ‘a big trout’ should lurk if he 
knows himself well. 

“Don’t look so skeptical, Mendy 
earnest about this, and I repeat, that no man 
can ever be a fly-fisher unless his heart aids 
his brain and muscles. Take Tuck, for an ex 
ample. You both know him. His head is 
clear on all angling points—his fingers deit at 
bunching a fly. He is full of effective pros 
and cons. He has the movement 
down to a turn, and can show it beautifully on 
a broomstick or but the knack 
him just as soon as he steps into the stream, 
and his flies fall kaslosh, all in a bunch, when 
he attempts a cast; and with all this he can 
talk us adrift about ‘how to do it;’ yet you 
both know that he is the veriest bungler that 
ever worried a pool. What's the reason? Sim- 


I'm in 


got wrist 


cane, leaves 


ply this: the man has gone into angling just 
as a swell goes into a club. ‘It’s the thing, you 
know.’ But his heart is not in it, and his 


nerves and muscles haven't got enough loy- 
ing electricity about them.” 

It was now about 7 p. m., and the sun still 
shone over the river, except on the right bank, 
where it was shaded by a dense growth of 
trees; hence Toodles had the advantage of po- 
Mendy, in the middle of the stream 
had a show at the end of the shadows. while 
Gill fished in the broad glare, yet aided ma- 
terially by the scurrying gusts that swept the 
surface of the pools. 

Across the river, starting at the point at 
which our anglers entered it, a line of rocks 
extended, which, at hali-stage of the stream 
were covered with water, except at intervals 
of about twenty feet, where the current swept 
between them, making a series of boiling rap- 
ids that swirled down stream for some dis 
tance. At the tail of these big riffles (the dis- 
tinction between rapids and riffles, we have 
often noted, 
angling nomenclature), 


sition. 


gets awiully mixed up in bass 
at the edges of them, 
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and in the still water and the curl the ed- 
dies behind the protruding rocks, and some- 
ind foan ) riffles 
told our anglers were 

ely places for the bass to lie 
Phe irgest black bass said Toodles on 
ene occasion, “that ever struck my fly, did so 
Flat Rock Dam. You know the spot well, 
Gill, jor we have had some glorious sport to- 
gether at the dam, and Tuck once told me 
that he believed you knew each pebble at the 
bottom of those pools by its front name; and 
flushed and worried over your 


you, Mendy, 





maiden effort at fly-casti ten years 





»), standing on that big rock that reaches a 
line level with the breastwork of this same 
dam. Well, my mammoth bass—it must have 
been a four-pounder—rose to my point fly in 


that surging rapid, the water of 
end rocks of the 


the rush of 


lich came dashing over the 


W 

big pool just below the dam on the eastern 
side of the river, the half of which is jammed 
by the rocks and the bank into a space not 


more than ten feet wide, making a rapid which 
is a rapid for about twenty-five feet. 

“T had alternately waded and jumped from 
rock to rock until I reached the shallows in 
then waded down, with ankles 
scarcely the old boulder that 
stands, sentinel-like, on the upper and western 
f; climbing up, I 
pe rched myseli on the top of the 
rock, unjointed my limbs and stretched them 


midstream, 


covered to 


side of this rapid I speak of; 
extreme 


out with a feeling of comfortable ease and un- 
restraint, only to be appreciated by a wading 
fisherman, who has been for some hours feet- 
and uneven bed of a 





fumbling on the stony 
river which is made up of deep holes and a 
ten-horse power current. 

“After resting a moment or two I arranged 
my cast, intending to whip the eddies made by 
the boiling waters, on the lower edges of the 
rapid. I had never as yet had any luck in the 
strength of a stream such as this, and wisely, 
I thought then, chose the sides and tail end 
of it. I looped on a large point fly to which, 
in the paucity of my knowledge of the names 
of flies then as now, I had given the name of 


hornet. You well remember it, Gill, if you 
can recall our last trip to Perkiomen Dam, 
when we saw the hornets flying around us, 


and occasionally falling into the water, where 
the eager use of them. You 
will, perhaps, remember that we also made use 


bass soon made 


of a tolerable imitation, a golden and brown 
bug we found in our fly-book. Well, I put on 
the same fly on this occasion, and a big gray 
hackle along with it. 

“Tossing my line carelessly into the current, 
more for the purpose of getting the kinks out 
of the leader, than with a thought of a fish 











rising to the flies, to my astonishment, I saw 
a black bass plunge across and slightly up the 
rapid, with a sweep like a flash at my point 
fly, but missing it. When he attempted to 
strike, his back for several inches came out of 
the water, and as the sun was shining bright- 
ly, I could distinctly see his outline and length. 
Boys, he was a whopper! The largest I ever 
saw rise to a fly in any waters outside of Lake 
Champlain. 

“TI was considerably flurried and excited, but 
cooled down in a moment, and made a cast, 
pointing my ender just below the spot where 
the bass would probably reach and pause af- 
ter his sweep at my flies. It was just at the 
outer edge of the swift current, where concen- 
tric and enlarging rings on the surface told 
me that there was still water below. My ‘hor- 
net’ no sooner struck the eddy than it was 
struck by the bass. 

“Of course, boys, I had a heavy and sweat- 
ing time of it. The old rascal never came out 
of the wet at all—but that nose of his was 
pointed all the time, despite my efforts, at the 
boiling rapid, and at last his body went along 
with his nose, but I scrambled down the rock 
as best I could, in fact, slid down flat on my 
back, and giving him his own way, down 
stream he went, with just enough tension on 
him to hold the barb of the hook tightly im- 
bedded in his jaw until he reached the mid- 
channel of the river, where the current was 
comparatively sluggish. Once there he see- 
sawed from right to left and left to right for 
several minutes, until. at last, struck, or rather 
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inspired—for it was inspiration, intellect, any- 
thing but instinct—by that last life-saving idea 
which I have only seen exercised by two- 
pounders and upward,! my bass’ went 
down——” 

“And sulked,” put in Gill. 

“Sulked!” cried Toodles. ‘Not he; there 
was no sulk in him. Down he went, until I felt 
that he had got to bed-rock. Then commenced 
a series of tugs—jerks—not angry ones, but 
regular in time and method, each successive 
one getting a little stronger than the last. It 
seemed to me that he had found a hole just 
big enough for his body between two stones, 
and that he had braced himself with his pec- 
toral fins to bear upon the light gear. At first 
I simply held him taut; then, fearing for my 
tackle, I let up on him at each tug; but this 
method, I at last felt, would be a losing game 
for me, as the jerks grew in strength with an 
arithmetical progression that alarmed me. 
Something would give way, I was sure, if I 
did not bring matters to a focus at once, and I 
brought them. Putting a sturdy pull upon the 
fish, as obstinate in its strain as he was in his 
tugs, I reeled in, inch by inch, until I actually 
dragged him from his lair, but, unfortunately, 
it was a poor day for dragging, for, with a 
supposed flirt of his tail and a figure eight 
contortion of his body, he actually tore the 
hook out of his mouth, and it came back to 
me with a piece of his flesh clinging to it 

“Boys, what do you think about the way | 
handled that fish? Was I right or wrong in 
my treatment of him?” 


(To be continued) 
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HE Tile Club, of Toledo, Ohio, gives an- 

nual public receptions, placing on exhi- 
bition, and for sale, the work of its mem- 
bers; paintings, drawings, etchings, etc. At one 
of these receptions, a few years ago, among 
the exhibits was a painting that commanded 
unusual attention, and it was particularly no- 
ticeable that persons recognized to be art 
ctitics were loud in their praises of the work 
of the artist. The subject was a landscape 
scene, and the artist was a young man of the 
city. The painting was not his first picture, 
but it was selected as being the most salable. 

One aiternoon, a Mr. Clarke, a wealthy 
young man, whose foreign collections of paint- 
ings excelled any art gathering in Toledo, 
made a condition to it which puzzled him. 
This condition was that, there must be a figure 
in the foreground, and that of a lady. Noth- 
ing could change his mind. The sale of the 
picture depended upon it. While the price of- 
fered was far beyond the expectations of the 
artist, to place a figure upon the painting 
would not be in accordance with the rules of 
the art, and he dreaded the criticism of friends. 
However, he promised to take the matter un- 
der immediate consideration. 

The artist had an intimate friend,a Mr. 
Wilson, from whose advice he first went to art 
school. The landscape study was from his 
suggestion. A scene taken from his favorite 
fishing grounds on the Maumee Rapids, show- 
ing the riffles, the pools, the tall sycamores, 
the high banks, with a rim of restful hills 
beyond, and the dreamful fields of wheat. 
The artist went at once to see his fishing 
friend. 

“You know the landscape painting I have 
on exhibition?” he said. 

“Yes, what of it? Have you a chance to sell 
it?” replied the angler. 

“Yes, I have a splendid offer, but there is 
a condition to it that worries me. The pur- 
chaser wants a figure placed in the fore- 
ground.” 





“Ah, a young lady, I presume, and of his 
choosing,” suggested Wilson. 

“No, Iam to select the lady. But everybody 
knows that figures become eyesores in pic- 
tures and take away the artistic effects; but 
you know I need the money, and must comply 
with his request. I shall put in the figure. I 
want you to select the lady.” 

“Who made the offer?” 

“Mr. Clarke, one of your old fishing 
friends.” 

“I don't just exactly recall his name, un- 
less it is the tall, handsome young man I used 
to meet on the rapids. But, no matter, I have 
the lady in mind. A perfect figure for the pic- 
ture. A face that will complete it to his lik- 
ing. You know the girl.” 

“Who is she?” 

“Maud Heller.” 

“What, the girl at Cobb’s Dam?” 

“Yes, and we will go there tomorrow.” 

A mile or more below the historic village of 
Waterville, not many years ago, there was a 
rudely-constructed brush dam that crossed the 
Maumee river. This was known as Cobb’s 
Dam. The solid, smooth, rocky bed did not 
furnish the necessary protection to hold the 
light timber, so that the spring freshets soon 
carried it away, leaving only a few snags to 
mark the spot. 

The Maumee Rapids has been, and always 
will be, one of the best fishing grounds for 
black bass in our western waters. The valley 
has been made famous by the campaigns of 
Generals Wayne and Harrison in the early 
successiul conflicts with the Indians and the 
British for the possession of the Northwest 
Territory. The river bed is rocky and the 
water runs rapidly over gravelly ridges, and at 
intervals of half a mile there are pools which 
seem to be formed by nature for small- 
mouthed black bass, and holding them during 
the summer season until fishermen either lure 
them into their creels or they return to the lake 
in the fall. It is a fact known to anglers that 
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these pools are peculiarly divided for the 
pleasure or ieeding grounds of fish. There 1s 
the famous Haniord pool, with its long, nar 
row, over-reaching, rocky shelves, where bass 
from one to three pounds stay; and a short 
Dunhat 





distance below, th: pool, with its 
broad stretch of peaceful waters, protected by 
} ’ ] ‘ 


wooded cliffs, the home of the channel cat 


fish, a fish quite game at times, in swift water. 
The Farley pool, known for its rock bass, 
where an angler with a fly or spinner or small 
minnow can fill his creel in a few moments. 
Brown's reef, with its long, deep, hesitating 
waters and its rocky bottom, has always been 
a doubtful fishing ground. One cannot tell 
what will rise from its thoughtful depths, to a 
fly or minnow. 

Just below Cobb’s Dam and near Brown's 
reef, in a neatly-built house, under the protec- 
tion of tall sycamores, Captain Martin Hellet 
has lived for fifty years, owning a small farm, 
one of the richest in this great valley. He is 
an old time angler, having fished the waters 
for many years. The most important person- 
age in his little family is his daughter, Maud, 
who was born and raised on the banks of the 
Maumee. She was educated in the branches 
of knowledge usually taught in district schools, 
and inherited from her father good luck in 
angling. She knew every pool on the rapids, 
how and when to fish them. She taught many 
a fisherman how to catch fish, and presented 
many a string of fine bass to city anglers, who 
reported them as their catches. When the 
waters were quiet she fished the reef, and the 
big fellows were gracefully reeled ashore 
Maud Heller was a very pretty girl, and her 
kindly nature, her love for home and her par- 
ents added to her natural charms. 

One afternoon, the hour when bass feed be- 
low the riffles, she was standing in the water 
playing a big bass when two gentlemen waded 
across Geddes’s riffle and stood by her side 
while she brought a two-pounder at their 
feet. They were our artist and Mr. Wilson. 
Together, with several bass, they returned to 
her home jor a fish supper. During the meal 
the object of their visit was made known, and 
as no objections were offered by Miss Heller, 
the artist began at once to make the necessary 
arrangements for several sittings. At his study 
he was assisted by a splendid photograph, and 
in less than a month he took the painting to 
the Heller home for final touches. He fol- 
lowed the original so carefully, and placed on 
canvas such a natural expression of her feat- 
ures, that those who had seen her but once 
recognized “the girl at Cobb's Dam.” Nothing 
was borrowed from his imaginations. No ad- 
dition was needed. Nature made too true a 
picture It was periect. 





It was early in the 1 wl he picture was 
completed and ready for the purchaser, and 
it was taken to Mr. Clarke’s home he artist 
was naturally nervous. He wondered 1f the 
figure would suit. Was the lady his ideal? 
Would he take the picture?) The painting was 


placed on an easel where the soft mellow after- 
noon light fell upon the face, revealing one 
of the most effective results of figure-painting 
ever put on canvas. When Mr. Clarke en- 
tered the room his eyes fell upon the figure, 
He stood for a moment, blushing like a child, 
He partially staggered back, but recovering 


ll 


himself he asked: 

“Whose likeness is that?” 

“It is in accordance with your wishes, sir, 
taken from life. Maud Heller.” 

“The girl at Cobb’s Dam?” 

“Yes, the girl at Cobb’s Dam.” 

“The only figure in this world I would 


rather not have. But - * The sentence 
died out in a sigh. Going to the artist he 
counted out the money purchase price. The 


smiling artist, feeling easier, asked: 

“Do you know the lady?” 

“Well, I had an experience at the rapids 
that at least made an impression,” Clarke re- 
“You know I used to go fish- 
\ little in- 
cident happened a year ago that checked my 
enthusiasm, and, strange to say, it was on ac- 
count of this girl. She is a perfect picture, and 
I don’t blame you jor selecting her to please 
my fancy. One day I went to the rapids to 
fish the Hanford pool. It was an ideal day for 
Imagine my 


plied, smiling, 
ing a good deal at Cobb’s Dam. 


casting and fishing this pool. 
surprise when I came down the river road to 
see a lady fishing the same pool. I concluded 
to pay no attention to her, and arranged my 
tackle, put on my rubber boots, and entered 
the river a short distance below her, expect- 
ing to gradually crowd her out. When within 
casting distance of the pool I began dropping 
my minnow along the ledges, and only a few 
feet from her line, often crossing it in my wild 
casts. Of course not a word passed between 
us.althoughwe were within speaking distance. 
lo my surprise and chagrin, she began pick- 
ing out bass right from under my feet, while I 
was not even getting a strike. I could not 
stand this, so I slowly closed the gap between 
us until near enough to see her face. Well, 
sir, ] never saw such a face before. You have 
placed there on canvas the picture of that face 
I saw on that summer morning. It has been 
before my vision, go where I may. Well, she 
got even with me for my intrusion. As I was 
about to take another cast she hooked an im- 
mense bass, which must have weighed four 
pounds. While she was playing it and keeping 
it from the ledges, I thought it time to show 
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some gallantry by offering assistance. That's 


where I made a mistake. I became excited. I 


was awkward. I made one of those familiar 


missteps, experienced so often by rapids fish 
ermen, and fell headlong into one of those un- 


seen, unc xpected holes, and sank out of sight. 


All that I can remember was that I came near 


AT 





DAM 





COBB'S 





Unmoved I saw thy helpless pli 
The angler who would disregard 

The plain, unwritten law of Right 
Is sure to get his just reward.” 


\ year passed, and the artist heard nothing 
particular from Mr. Clarke or from his paint- 





Drawn by Geo. Bleckman 


“The agreement calls for smal!l-mouthed black bass,"’ she said. 


drowning, and felt some one pulling me on the 


rocks. When conscious I sat up, looked about 
me; the girl had gone, but to the lapel of my 
coat I found this:— 


“It seems the law which guides the bass 
To test the depths of deepest pools, 
Applies with equal force, alas! 
Alike to fishes and to fools. 


ing, until an afternoon, late in August, when 
his angling friend, Mr. Wilson, called at his 
studio. 

“Well, what do you think?” said Mr. Wil- 
son; “Clarke has challenged me to a fishing 
contest on the rapids. He offers as a wager 
your landscape painting. Note the conditions: 
He can catch more bass in four hours, both in 
number and weight, than I can. Place, Mau- 
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mee Rapids; grounds, Downs, Dunham or 
Hanford pools; time, 7 a. m. to II a. m.; bait, 
minnows; fish, small-mouthed black bass, 
counting only those weighing two pounds or 
more.” 

“That is certainly strange,” replied the art- 
ist;’”’ and what is this all for?” 

“Haven't you heard of Clarke’s frequent vis- 
its to Cobb’s Dam, and how often he has made 
it convenient to dine at the Heller home? Ru- 
mor has it that he is casting for the figure in 
the picture. The only unfortunate part about 
this is he usually selects a day to fish when he 
either finds me at the Heller home or on the 
rapids fishing with Maud. So while the con- 
test is for the championship of the valley, in 
the eyes of the public, he and I understand it 
means that one of us must stop going to 
Cobb’s Dam. 
the painting, with the figure, means.” 

“Does Miss Heller know anything about 
this contest?” 

“You would think so if you could see her 
teaching me how to pick out those big fellows 
from under the shelves, those rod and line 
breakers.” 

September the third was the day set for the 
contest. It proved to be an ideal fishing day. 
Wind from the southwest, and strong enough 
to ripple the water on any of the chosen 
pools. Quite a number of friends were pres- 
ent, and a fish dinner at the Heller home was 
to be served after the contest. At half-past 
six the anglers were ready. It fell to Clarke 
to have first choice of fishing grounds and he 
chose the Downs pool, much to the surprise 
of the fishermen. This is a peculiar pool, and 
its mysteries known to but a few city anglers. 
It was named after the veteran angler who has 
gained a national reputation for successful 
rapids fishing. He always kept a live box in 
this pool, and this box generally contained 
from forty to fifty large bass, caught by either 
Downs or his sons. Clarke knew how to lo- 
cate this pool and where to find the box, and 
how to open it. He well knew Wilson would 
not select this pool, for a bass was never 
known to be caught outside of the box. Wil- 
son selected the Hanford pool, and before he 
started Miss Heller whispered: “Just the day 
for Hanford.” The Dunham pool was to be 
reserved for the contestant who for some un- 
favorable circumstance, such as too strong a 
wind or being disturbed by other anglers, the 
pool selected could not be fished. Captain Hel- 
ler was chosen official scorer, and his daugh- 
ter, Maud, referee. No was to accom- 
pany the contestants. They could be seen from 
the Heller lawn. 

Promptly at seven the anglers were seen 
wading toward their pools. At about eleven 


one 
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We know what the offering of, 








AM 


o'clock Clarke started down the rapids, pull- 
ing after him a big string of fish. He hailed 
Wilson as he passed upon the opposite side 
of the river, holding up part of his magnificent 
When Clarke reached the bank 
cheers, and escorted to the 
lawn by admiring friends. His string of bass 
excelled anything ever seen on the rapids. 
They were all about one size. Wilson's 
friends gathered in groups and drifted around 
the house among the sycamores. They were 
naturally disheartened. Clarke's fish were 
turned over to Captain Heller, who counted 
and weighed them. 

“Thirty-two large-mouthed black bass; 
gross weight, seventy-four pounds, averaging 
two and a quarter pounds each,” cried the 
Captain. 

For some reason or other Miss Heller ex- 
hibited no signs of interest. Mr. Wilson was 
soon seen to leave his pool and waded across 
the river. When he came toward the lawn 
dragging with him a fine string of bass, he 
too received the applause of all present. In 
silence they were also delivered to Captain 
Heller. 

“Twenty-eight small-monilird biack 
gross weight, seventy prtsuls. Averaging 
two and half pounds each,” read the scorer. 

These reports were handed to the referee, 
Miss Heller. Clarke was jubilant, and his 
friends were more so. To the inexperienced it 
looked bad for Wilson. “I am very sorry,” 
whispered the artist. A smile came over the 
fair referee as she mounted a stump and read 
the report of the contest. 

“The agreement calls for small-mouthed 
black bass,”’ she said, looking at Clarke. ‘At 
this time of the year large-mouthed black bass 
are only found in the Big Pond, above Water- 
ville. The fish claimed as caught by Mr. 
Clarke, were certainlytaken ‘rom Downs’s live 
box. The Toledo fishermen are not strangers 
to this box. The bass caught by Mr. Wilson 
are in accordance with the asreement, dictated 
by Mr. Clarke,—smal!-mouthed black bass. I 
therefore declare Mr. Wilson champion angler 
of the valley and owner of the landscape 
painting.”” And lo-king at Wilson, she said, in 
a whisper, “including the figure.” The entire 
party enjoyed a fish dinner at the Heller 
home. 

Before winter winds chilled the water on the 
rapids, and drove the bass to deeper and 
warmer pools, and just when the sycamores 
began to show their smooth white trunks, 
there was a quiet wedding at Waterville. 
3rown’s farm changed owners, and our ang- 
ling friends will always find a cordial welcome 
at the home of the Champion Angler of the 
Maumee Valley and the girl at Cobb’s Dam. 


string of bass. 
he was greeted by 
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owe ees Be weaw wr Se a ” 


ao oe 


>» 


ie 


ive 
>rs 
on 


ed 


ler 
ipe 

in 
ire 
ler 


the 
ind 
res 
ks, 
lle. 
ng- 
me 
the 








CONSECUTIVE EDITIONS OF THE COMPLETE ANGLER 


By a Bibliophile 


He that hopes to be a good Angler must not 
only bring an inquiring, searching, observing 
wit, but he must bring a large measure of hope 
and patience, and a love and propensity to the 
art itself; but having once got and practised it, 
then doubt not but that Angling will be so 
pleasant that it will prove to be, like Virtue, 

















a reward to itself.—Walton. 


N Monday, May the ninth, in the year of 

grace and revolution sixteen hundred 

and fifty-three, appeared on the last 
page of ‘The Perfect Diurnal,” published in 
London, a modest advertisement, which read 
as follows :— 

“The Compleat Angler, or the Contempla- 
tive Man’s Recreation, being a discourse of 
fish and fishing, not unworthy the perusal of 
most anglers; of eighteen pence price. Writ- 
ten by Iz. Wa. Also the known play of the 
Spanish Gipsee, never till now published. 
Both printed for Richard Marriot, to be sold 
at his shop in Saint Dunstan’s Church-yeard, 
Fleet Street.” 

But little more than four years had passed 
since Charles was beheaded. Only three 
weeks before Cromwell, at the head of a com- 
pany of musketeers, had dissolved the Rump 
Parliament; and a few months later he was 
declared Lord Protector of the Commonwealth 
of England, Scotland and Ireland. Amid such 
turbulent scenes was composed, and thus was 
modestly ushered into the world of letters, the 
most perfect pastoral which the English lan- 
guage has ever yet produced. One may im- 
agine here and there a quiet brother of the 
angler, whose eye had been attracted by this 
advertisement, wending his way through 
Fleet Street, elbowed by Cromwell's grim- 
visaged Ironsides, to Marriot’s little shop in 
Saint Dunstan’s Churchyard, and there in- 
vesting his eighteen pence in the little volume, 
clad in homely brown calf, which was to 
achieve immortality for its author. 

The exquisitely-engraved vignette that 
adorns the title-page is still a marvel of beauty 
to all collectors. A pair of quaintly-carved 
dolphins above and below the scroll, on which 
is engraved the title, are flanked on either side 
with pendant strings of fish, strung exactly 
as we used to string them in our boyish days. 
Below the title and preceding the name of the 
printer and publisher, are the words:— 

“Simon Peter said, I go a-fishing: and they 
said, we also go with thee.—John 21: 3.” 

Half a dozen quaint plates of fish, scattered 
throughout the two hundred and _ fifty-six 


pages, and the angler’s song inverted at page 
two hundred and seventeen, in this as in later 
editions published during Walton’s life, are 
the only other distinctive marks of the volume. 
This edition has now become one of the rarest 
of English books, and happy is the collector 
who numbers it among his treasures. A copy 
was sold recently for three hundred and ten 
pounds; and the price is steadily advancing,— 
if, indeed, there may be said to be a steady 
advance in the price of a book which is offered 
only at intervals of many years. Six copies 
are known to exist in this country, two being 
the property of Mr. Dean Sage, of Albany; 
one of Mr. Levi Z. Leiter, of Washington; one 
of Mr. R. M. Whipple, of Chicago; one of 
Mr. L. D. Alexander, of New York, and one 
of the writer of this article. 

The second edition appeared in 1655, the 
work having been substantially rewritten by 
Walton, and enlarged to three hundred and 
fifty-five pages, with a table of contents add- 
ed. The book is prefaced with divers compli- 
mentary poems by half a dozen writers, who 
express their appreciation of Walton’s labors 
in halting rhymes; while one Henry Bagley, a 
learned master of arts, not otherwise known to 
fame, pours forth his praise in Latin verse, 
equally uncertain in quantity and quality. This 
edition is perhaps even rarer than the first, 
only three copies being known to exist in this 
country. One of these, in the original bind- 
ing, and in perfect condition, adorns the col- 
lection of the writer, another is the property 
of Mr. Sage, and the third is in Mr. Alexan- 
der’s collection. 

The third edition appeared in 1661, being 
also published, like its two predecessors, by 
Richard Marriot. Soon after its appearance 
the sale of the book seems to have been trans- 
ferred from Marriot to Simon Gape, who pub- 
lished the rest of the edition, with a new title- 
page, in 1664. But slight changes appeared in 
this edition as compared with the second, the 
principal addition being a chapter upon the 
laws of angling. 

The fourth edition was published in 1668, 
being printed, as stated upon the title-page, for 
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From the Painting by W. H. Worrall 
Izaak Walton, Father of the “‘ Gentle Art,’ and Author of “‘ The Complete Angler’ 
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Richard Marriot, and sold by Charles Harper 
at his shop next door to the Crown, near Ser- 
geant’s Inn, in Chancery Lane. Although 
stated to be much corrected and enlarged, it is 
only a paginary reprint of the third edition. 

The fifth edition appeared in 1676, being also 
published by Marriot. Part I. consists of Wal- 
ton proper, Part II. being the first edition of 
“The Complete Angler, by Charles Cotton. 
Being instructions how to angle for trout and 
grayling in a clear stream.” Upon the title- 
page of Cotton appears the interlaced cipher 
or monogram of the combined initials of Wal- 
ton and Cotton. The same cipher is said to 
have been engraved over the door of Cot- 
ton’s fishing-lodge, upon the banks of the 
River Dove, where the two staunch friends 
fished together. This house was still standing 
as late as 1824. With these was also bound 
the fourth edition of “The Experienced Ang- 
ler; or, Angling Improved, by Col. Robert 
Venables;” the three being sold collectively 
or separately, as suited the taste and purse of 
the purchaser. The union of Walton and Cot- 
ton in this edition has continued unbroken in 
all succeeding editions. Cotton's treatise, al- 
though written in great haste and within a 
period of about ten days, at the request of 
Walton, is not unworthy of association with 
the work of his great predecessor, and they 
have never since been divorced. Poor Vena- 
bles, however, appears in connection with 
Walton for the first and last time in the fifth 
edition only. Indeed, the literary merit of 
his work is not such as to insure its permanent 
association with Walton, and his book is valu- 
able only to the bibliopole and collector. Its 
first edition, published in 1662, although of 
far less value, is quite as rare as the first or 
second Walton. Venables had served with 
distinction as a colonel in the Parliamentary 
army, under Cromwell. So high did he 
stand in the confidence of the latter that, dur- 
ing the Protectorate, he was sent in command 
of a military expedition to the West Indies, 
which, unfortunately for his military reputa- 
tion, resulted most disastrously. Returning 
to England, he was imprisoned with Penn in 
the Tower of London. After his liberation 
he seems to have retired from public gaze, 
and to have betaken himself to the pleasures 
of rural life. 

The five editions here described comprise 
what are known as the original Waltons, all 
of which were published in his lifetime; and 
they are now of almost priceless value. But 
three complete sets of the five are known to 
exist in this country,—the libraries of Mr. Al- 
exander, of Mr. Sage, and of the writer, each 
containing one of the three. Seven years af- 
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OF COMPLETE ANGLER 
ter the publication of the last of these edi- 
tions Walton laid down his pen, as he had 
long since laid down his rod, dying Decem- 
ber 15,, 1683, at the age of ninety. He was 
buried in Winchester Cathedral, where a slab 
of black marble, inscribed with rude doggerel, 
for two hundred years marked his resting 
place. In 1888, as a result of an appeal to the 
anglers of England through the columns of 
the London Fishing Gazette, sufficient funds 
were raised with which to erect a_ beautiful 
statue to his memory, to be placed in the 
great screen of Winchester Cathedral. 

Walton's long life covers a period equally 
memorable in English history and English 
letters. He witnessed the stormy scenes of 
the Civil war, the Protectorate and the Res- 
toration. Twenty-two years of age when 
Shakespeare died, he was the contemporary of 
Dryden, and had known Ben Johnson, Chil- 
lingworth and Drayton. He was the intimate 
friend of Sir Henry Wotton and of Dr. John 
Donne, Dean of Saint Paul’s, whose lives, 
with those of Richard Hooker, George Her- 
bert, and Dr. Sanderson, he afterwards wrote. 
He died just as Addison, Steele and Swift were 
coming upon the stage. 

Sixty-seven years passed after his death be- 
fore the appearance of a new edition of his 
work, when in 1750 one Moses Browne—or- 
iginally a pen-cutter, later a priest, and some- 
thing of a prig withal—published a new edi- 
tion, in which he professed to prune away what 
he was pleased to term the inaccuracies and 
redundancies of good old Izzak. Im the pre- 
face to this edition Browne says that it was 
prepared “at the instigation of an ingenious 
and learned friend, whose judgment of men 
and of books is sufficiently established by his 
own writings in the opinion of the world, Mr. 
Samuel Johnson, author of the folio dic- 
tionary of the English language, who may 
probably, on another occasion, oblige the pub- 
lic with the life of Mr. Walton.” Unfortu- 
nately for that public, Johnson never complet- 
ed his promised life, although Boswell more 
than once records Johnson's admiration for 
Walton. 

Browne published three editions in all, his 
work overlapping that of John Hawkins, 
whose first edition, which appeared in 17 
was followed by half a dozen others during his 
life, and has formed the basis of numerous 
subsequent editions. From this time onward 
editions multiplied so rapidly that they now 
number considerably more than a hundred. 
From among the long list may be mentioned 
the celebrated Bagster edition, 1808; the nu- 
merous editions of John Major, beginning in 
1823, and the superb Pickering edition, of 1836, 
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in two octavo volumes. This edition was 
seven years in preparation, and in typography 
and illustration it surpasses all its predeces- 
sors. The one-hundredth, or the Lea and 
Dove edition, published in London in 1888, 
edited by Mr. R. B. Marston, of the Fishing 
Gazette, surpasses all others in typography and 
illustration. 

Among the American editions, that of Wiley 
& Putnam, in 1847, is the pioneer. It was ed- 
ited by the Rev. George W. Bethume, himself 
a lifelong angler and collector of angling lit- 
erature. Bethume’s bibliographical preface is 
a scholarly and appreciative tribute to his 
great master, and no editor, English or Am- 
erican, has contributed more of real value to 
the literature of Walton. Among other Am- 
erican editions may be mentioned the rare 
edition of Little, Brown & Company, of 1866, 
of which only one hundred copies were print- 
ed; and the elegant edition of 1889, by the 
same publishers. The latter is prefaced with 
an introduction by James Russell Lowell, 
which is at once critical, sympathetic and ap- 
preciative. The unpretentious but excellent 
edition of Mr. Edward Gilpin Johnson, pub- 
lished later, is also one to be highly commended. 

To have survived the pains and perils of 
hundred years of editing and re-editing. good, 
bad and indifferent, is perhaps one of the sur- 
est proofs that Walton has achieved immor- 
tality. With all the erudition and learned an- 
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notations with which these many editors have 
surrounded and obscured his text, the pure 
gold still shines through the dross with which 
it is encumbered. For the charm of Walton 
is peculiarly his own. It is the charm of sim- 
plicity, as artless, indeed, and as simple as 
“Robinson Crusoe” or “The Pilgrim’s Pro- 
gress.” Of art there is absolutely none in his 
pellucid pages. He leacs us through English 
meadows, by the side of English streams, and 
is artless as charming, and as true to nature 
as are the simple pastoral scenes from which 
he drew his inspiration. 

Charles Lamb, writing to Coleridge, Octo- 
ber 28, 1796, says:— 

“Among all your quaint readings, did you 
ever light upon ‘Walton’s Compleat Angler’? 
I asked you the question once before. It 
breathes the very spirit of innocence, purity, 
and simplicity of heart; there are many choice 
old verses interspersed in it; it would sweeten 
a man’s temper at any time to read it; it would 
Christianize every discordant, angry passion; 
pray make yourself acquainted with it.” 

A hundred years have passed since Lamb 
wrote these words, and the charm of Walton 
still endures. ‘Age cannot wither him or cus- 
tom stale his infinite variety.”” And the bene- 


diction of his closing line still rests with lov- 
ing tenderness ‘“‘upon all that are lovers of vir- 
tue; and dare trust in his providence, and be 
quiet, and go a-angling.”’ 





“Who Sez Watermilyun?” 
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FIFTY YEARS WITH A FLY 


Gen. John McNulta 


Pari 


The salmon in the streams are being rapidly 
depleted and destroyed just as the buffalo and 
big game were; but little attention is given to 
the laws for the protection of the fish. The 
officers of the Government, the fish wardens, 
are almost powerless; they are dependent al- 
most wholly on the fish-canning companies 
for means of travel from stream to stream, and 
where they travel on public boats their com- 
ing is known and prepared for. 

I traveled on a steamer with two fish war- 
dens, very intelligent and energetic men, in- 
tent upon the performance of their duties. 

The nets and traps at every stream visited 
were in strict compliance with the law. One 
warden left, and in twenty-four hours, the 
other, no one knowing at what point they 
would leave the steamer. I had a hint that 
when these men left the steamer, no matter at 
what point, the salmon streams would be 
fenced. The wardens realized this, and knew 
what was being done, but could get no tangi- 
ble evidence to prove it. The last one of the 
wardens had not left the stream but a few 
hours when we came to another stream, a few 
hundred yards above the landing; this stream 
was so fenced that no fish could go up to the 
spawning beds, and every one of them would 
be taken in the nets of the cannery. The fence 
was so constructed that the palings or bars 
covered with nets to obstruct the fish could all 
be removed in a few minutes, and all appear- 
ance of an obstruction in the stream removed, 
and the upper part left was an innocent-look- 
ing and necessary foot bridge across the 
stream. My recollection is that every stream 
at which we stopped without a warden on 
board was fenced in substantially the same 
way. Four years’ fencing of this kind would 
leave a stream without any salmon in it. All 
the smelts or young salmon go to sea and re- 
turn in about three years to the spawning 
ground; then all— every one of them—die. 
There can be no reproduction except in run- 
ning freshwater streams. It seemed that there 
must have been some way of signalling from 
the steamer to the shore on the incoming ves- 
sel, announcing the presence or absence of a 
fish warden on board. 

Not only the philanthropists of the country, 
but all lovers of justice should see that the fish- 
eries of Alaska are protected, and the rights 
of the Indian to take fish preserved for him, 
and that a sum should be collected from the 
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fish packers sufficient to cover the cost of pro- 
tecting the streams and providing a fund for 
compensation to the Indians for their mer- 
chantable rights in the streams, and which 
should be paid annually to them. Protect the 
fish from wanton destruction, and protect the 
Alaskan Indian in his fishery rights. 

Near the mouth of many of the streams, 
for several hours at a time on the incom- 
ing tide, the great fish literally crowd each 
other and become an obstruction to the out- 
flow of the water, making a perceptible in- 
crease in the height of the river for many 
yards in the narrow gorges. From these great 
waters of salmon in the West we now go back 
to the brook trout streams in the East. 

Where I left off we had started from Boone- 
ville (the generally called Slabtown) for the 
Big woods. It may then have been called the 
Adirondacks, but I am confident I never, un- 
til many years after, heard the place called by 
that name. It was referred to as the Big 
Woods; sometimes it was called “John 
Brown’s Tract,” and sometimes the “Big 
Windfall,” there having been large tracts of 
the forest with enormous trees blown down,— 
blown flat as wheat is sometimes blown down 
by a great gale. Our party consisted of three 
men and a small boy, and awagon with our out- 
fit and provision was drawn by two horses, and 
two more were led or ridden, with the Cana- 
dian Frenchman Marrienne as guide for the 
whole party, and Dan, the big Indian, from 
whom I shrank in horror, fearing that he 
might cut my throat to get my scalp, as spe- 
cial guide and protector for me, the small boy 
of the party. 

We traveled in an easterly direction on 
woods or logging roads, rough beyond de- 
scription, for nearly a whole day, when the 
road ran out. The horses were packed, the 
wagon left in the woods, and we then traveled 
until we came to a stream, where we camped. 
This was, I think, Moose river, or some 
branch of it. We traveled for another day 
along up this stream, the horses, a large part 
of the time, walking in the water, there being 
no path or trail, and camped. 

The next, or third day, we left the valley of 
the stream, going in a south easterly direction, 
and soon coming to another stream, down the 
bed of which we traveled until about noon, 
when we found a number of Indians and half- 
breeds, with canoes, waiting for us. We 
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camped and waited for the horses to go back 
and bring up the remainder of our outfit, prin- 
cipally provisions, that had been left with the 
wagon. 

From the time we left our wagon until we 
reached the canoes there were no indications 
that a white man had ever been there before, 
yet they must have been, for we heard of a 
number of parties that had been in there, and 
we met two parties of sportsmen and several 
small parties of Indians, most of them Onei- 
das, in the time we _ stayed—about two 
months. 

The delay in getting away from the vicinity 
of Slabtown was caused by waiting to get the 
canoes brought to this point. I heard oi a set- 
tler, or where there had been one, but I did 
not see him nor his habitation. I have, how- 
ever, an indistinct recollection of some aban- 
doned cabins. 

Where we found the canoes and camped was 

short distance up a creek, near a lake, one 
of the chain of lakes, I should say the more 
westerly one. 

We were provided with one very large and 
four very small canoes. The large canoe for 
our outfit and provisions, and a small canoe 
for each angler, Dan and I occupying one 
of the small canoes. As explained before, 
Dan and I became fast friends after he had 
pulled me out of the creek and manifested the 
true spirit of the sportsman in being interest- 
ed in seeing me catch trout with artificial flies, 
which was his first knowledge of high art. He 
was unable to speak English or I to speak In- 
dian. We spent days together—day after day 
—for more than two months on this trip, and 
a much longer time on two subsequent trips, 
fishing and hunting and prowling around in 
the woods, usually in camp with our party at 
night, but often out in the woods by ourselves. 
Some days we would fish, some days hunt, 
some days we would trail birds or animals or 
hunt birds’ nests to see how they looked, com- 
pare their eggs, etc. Sometimes we would 
sail around the lake or paddle or pole up a 
creek and shoot the rapids down again. Dan, 
with a little improvised sail, not much larger 
than a large napkin, would make that little 
canoe fairly skip over the lake, and when the 
wind was contrary he would paddle it along 
under a lee shere with incredible speed, deem- 
ing lightly a paddle to camp of ten or twelve 
miles after the shadows of sunset began to fall 
upon the water. 

Dan had a great aptitude in finding the nests 
of ducks and birds and young animals. He 
was very fond of the beaver, his Indian name, 
Amik, meant “Beaver,” or “the beaver.” We 
both took special delight in going to beaver 
dams and their houses. There I learned a les- 
son, one of the most important in woodcrait, 
practised it and produced unexpected results. 
Coming up to the leeward, Dan moving the 
canoe along slowly, noiselessly, with no appar- 
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ent motion of the body except a slight move- 
ment of the hand, he in one end of the canoe, 
I in the other, mosquito nets over our faces 
to prevent a glitter, each rigid in the position 
assumed, or what is better, in a reclining po- 
sition, with every muscle wholly relaxed so 
that a longer period can be endured without 
change, we would often come within fifty or 
sixty yards of from five to fifty beavers at play, 
before they would notice us; then there would 
be a flapping of their tails on the water—the 
danger signal—sometimes hesitatingly, or with 
lack of vigor, indicating doubt; at other times 
with a sharp, clear spat; at other times a 
sharp spat and a vigorous splash and a rush 
to get away, making the water gurgle. 
In the latter case it was useless to wait to 
see those beavers again; in the second case it 
was but a question of time, twenty to thirty, 
maybe forty minutes. In the first case it would 
be but from three to ten minutes until they 


* would be back, coming one and two at a time 


until they were all back, twenty, thirty or forty 
of them playing around our canoe, some of 
them at times almost within reach of the pad- 
dle: but the turning of a head, the movement 
of an arm, would put them all down. They 
would soon come back again. Another slight 
movement on our part and some only of them 
would go, and little by little, from day to day, 
they would become accustomed to our pres- 
ence, until it would take considerable of a 
movement to send them down, and at times 
we could paddle slowly around within a few 
yards of them, making no quick movement, 
they would not be alarmed. 

The point is, where there is no striking con- 
trast of color it is the motion that frightens 
the animal when sight is relied on, and a short 
experience, without apparent danger, soon 
ceases to alarm them. Wild animals soon be- 
come accustomed to the sight of man or do- 
mestic animals when seen often without an at- 
tack upon or unusual quick motion or noise. 

If man would cease to try to injure or alarm 
wild animals he could soon go among them as 
other animals who are not their enemies do. 
These beavers being out of season, in the 
spring and summer months when their fur is 

f little value, we did not molest them, and 
took special care to not frighten them. Strange 
to say, these animals are more keenly on the 
alert and more easily alarmed when at work 
than when at play; the logical conclusion for 
this is the greater danger in the discovery of 
their homes where they spend their winter 
months when they are hunted, and where their 
young are to be kept. It is a case of the same 
kind but a broader and more comprehensive 
instinct than that of the bird protecting its 
nest and its young. ‘With the beaver the pres- 
ence of the young is anticipated and provided 
for in a home or house, it not being for the 
young alone, as in the case of the bird, but for 
old and young alike. 
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THE TROUT BROOK 


For “The American Angler,” by Isaac McLellan 


; Under the willow’s twisted root, 

With hollow murmur, with sudden shoot_ 
*Thro’ shady thicket and grassy nook, 
Floweth the running brook; 

Now in shadowy gloom it runs, 


Where never shine the summer suns; Now in a calm lagoon it sleeps; 
Now it leaps into light again, Lazily, drowsily on it creeps, 
Singing ever a joyous strain; Scarcely seen to flow; 

| Rippling, twinkling, glittering ever, There the water-lilies float, 

| Down to the brimming river. Each like a silver boat; 


: There the cresses grow. 

By the water on mossy stone 

Or slippery log, with weeds o’ergrown, 
The spotted turtles lie, 

Or sudden slip in the pool of glass, 

> ; Affrighted when the cattle pass, 

Or steps the intruder by. 





: Yet best I love the noisy stream 

5 ; When it bursts with cheerful laugh and gleam 

; Into open land, beneath the beam 

. t Of bright, unclouded day; 

: i Twinkling, glimmering in the sun, 

r t As if rejoicing its race to run 

: ' On its merry way; ~ 

d F Over the sands of golden glow, There swim the perch and the dusky bream, 
x. Over the pebbles white as snow, The speckled trout, like meteors gleam, 
e i It tumbles and it glides. Shooting across the limpid stream, 

S Flashing their purple sides; 

° And there the angler comes to play 

: With silken line the lurking prey, 


r 3 The school-child hither hastes to glean 
The water-cresses, crisp and green; 
Or comes tk bard to ponder o’er 

The tranquil beauties of the shore. 
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SALT-WATER ANGLING FOR STRIPED BASS AND 


BLUEFISH 


Old Izaak 


HE great variety of fishes on our coast, 

and in the estuaries and tidal rivers, and 

the game qualities of many species, 
wholly unknown in European waters, make 
American salt-water angling the best in the 
world. 

At the head of the list of game fishes, Genio 
C. Scott places the striped bass. .I agree with 
him in his estimate of its gameness, and of its 
power to tax the skill of the angler. I do not 
refer to the small bass, but to those whose 
weight equals and often surpasses that of the 


salmon. They grow to the weight of a hun- 
dred pounds; though, I believe, there is no 


record of any taken with rod and reel of over 
sixty pounds. 

Those who are accustomed to take only the 
small ones, while fishing near New York, get 
a very limited idea of the power and endur- 
ance of the fish when he arrives at the respect- 
able weight of ten pounds. The anglers of the 
Elizabeth Islands (all preserved by wealthy 
clubs) think nothing of a twenty-pounder. 
Their big scores have been published, and if 
my memory serves me right, a sixty-pounder 
heads the list. It is rare for the ordinary ang- 
ler to get a chance at those big fish. Yet 
there are places along our coast accessible to 
all, within a day’s ride by rail from New York, 
where ten-pounders can be taken in season, 
and not be considered very large fish. 

The rod for heavy bass must be very power- 
ful, yet somewhat flexible. The guides should 
be double, and quite large, all of the same size 
and polished very smoothly. Some of the ex- 
pensive ones have guides and tips lined with 
agate or cornelian, so as to reduce the friction 
in casting to as small a ratio as possible, for it 
is necessary to cast a long distance without 
sinker, and no weight but the bait. The striped 
bass is very shy, and long casts are required 
for success. 

The rod should be from nine to ten feet 
long. I think the short rods of seven to eight 
feet a mistake. 

The reel should be the largest size, triple 
multiplier, holding three hundred yards of lin- 
en line. It should have a steel pivot and run 
on jewels. The line should be the Cuttyhunk 
linen line, of fifteen to eighteen strands, and 
should be well stretched before using. 

A much better plan than the use of woolen 
thumb stalls is to have a piece of leather 
sewed on to the lower bar of the reel, on 
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which to press the thumb, to prevent over-run- 
ning as the bait strikes the water. 

If leaders are used they should be short and 
of the strongést double gut, though many ex- 
pert anglers for this fish dispense with them 
altogether, fastening the line by three half- 
hitches to a shankheaded hook. 

The bait is the moss-bunker, cutting a large 
piece, about half the fish, from the tail end. 
The rest of the bait is chopped up fine and 
thrown into the water to attract the bass; this 
is called chumming. 

Long casts are essential to success, hence 
the free running reel and jeweled guides. A 
gaff is a necessary part of the outfit. 

For small striped bass much lighter tackle is 
used, and the rig different; the same as for 
weak fish, but smaller hooks. 

The first run of the striped bass is of large 
fish, in March, April and May, according to 
the spring opening early or late. It is useless 
to angle for them then, as they will not often 
take the bait, for they come in to spawn, and 
are taken only with seines. 

For the small bass shedder crab and shrimp 
are the best baits. Shad roe is a capital bait, 
but not pleasant to use. Take small pieces, 
say two inches square, or less, of very thin 
muslin or gauze; lay on the shad roe and tie 
the ends together. Prepare your bait before- 
hand, as it is very annoying to have to stop 
fishing when the bass are biting, to fix bait. 

If the water is shallow use a float. If you 
fish in the tide way you should carry a number 
of sinkers of various sizes; gauge the weight 
of the sinker so that the current will keep it 
one or more feet from the bottom. Anchor 
your boat so as to have room to cast from six- 
ty to eighty feet astern. Much longer casts 
are often made, but are of no particular use 
except to show expertness in casting. 

Bass often feed in the sedge and grass 
close in shore. Have your boatman.row or 
paddle slowly, about as far from shore as you 
can cast a very light sinker. Stand up in the 
bow of the boat and cast near the shore, reel 
in slowly and cast again. 

An eel skin, artistically rigged, is effective in 
this kind of angling. You should keep very 
quiet and fish all the ground. Fishing from 
the stern of the boat will not answer, as the 
boat moving through the water, ever so slow- 
ly, frightens them. The striped bass is fully 
as shy as the trout, and just as knowing. A 
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clean rig is necessary; a fine line and leader 
with small hooks, and bait deftly handled, and 
cast without a splash on the water, as far away 
as possible, is the correct thing. 

Next on the list of game fishes is the blue 
fish, sometimes called blue mackerel and snap- 
ping mackerel. It bears no relationship to 
the mackerel whatever, and should not be so 
misnamed. (In these articles I carefully avoid 
all scientific nomenclature, but try to give the 
true, common name for each fish.) The blue 
fish run in schools of from one pound up to 
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three lines are all that can be used to good ad- 
vantage. One line from the stern and one on 
each side on outriggers. To the latter a 
short check line is fastened to draw the main 
line into your hand. ' Wear heavy peg-knit, 
woolen gloves with hali-fingers. These soon 
become wet, and in the hottest days are com- 
fortable, as the air passes freely through the 
coarse, woolen yarn. 

There is no skill required in trolling, except 
lifting the fish into the boat. The veriest tyro 
can succeed just as well as the old experi- 





Painted by H. A, Driscole, 


Striped Bass 


thirty pounds weight, though they are not 
common over ten pounds. They are high 
game—none more so. Were it not that this 
fish, by its remarkably sharp teeth, chops up 
snells and fine lines, making somewhat coarse 
tackle necessary for his capture, he would rank 
as the highest game fish in the American ang- 
ler’s list. He is a bold biter, and not at all 
shy. Trolling from a sail-boat is the common 
method of his capture. This is a pleasant 
pastime, but is not to be classed as angling. 
Squids for trolling cost from fifteen cents to 
almost as many dollars. The common round 
bone squid, costing from fifteen to thirty cents, 
is as good as any. The catboat is best; and 





enced angler. Trolling for blue fish is con- 
sidered good sport, but it dwindles greatly be- 
fore the popular method of chumming, which 
is angling, and requires some skill in casting 
and reeling in the fish. 

The best rod for chumming is the common 
Calcutta bamboo pole, with large double 
guides. The expensively-mounted bass rods 
are not necessary. A common, medium-size, 
triple-multiplying reel, costing from five to 
ten dollars, according to material, answers 
very well. The bait and method of casting is 
the same as for bass; that is, on the surface 
with a very light, or no sinker at all. 

A pail full of mossbunkers is chopped into 
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mincemeat and cast into the water; not all 
at once, as I have seen some fishermen do, 
as the tide will quickly take the oily slack 
away and attract the fish away from the yacht. 
It should be cast gradually, a handful at a 
time, either from the stern of the yacht or far 
away over the bows, according to the swilt- 
ness of the tide. 

The angler should stand at the stern and 
cast, or if not expert, drop his line overboard 
and let the current’take it out. The bait and 
hook is sufficient to sink deep enough, unless 
the current is very swift, when a light sinker 
should be used. There should be a foot length 
of steel or copper wire attached from the line 
to the hook, or a gimp snell. 

The blue fish will take a fly, but good-by 
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fly. A number of years ago I was a little fly- 
cracked. I tried to take all manner of fish by 
fly-casting. At Barnegat I took a large num- 
ber of bluefish on slack tide, at the inlet; but 
they chopped up flies and snells so rapidly that 
I have never since angled for them so exten- 
sively. The flies I used were the largest and 
gaudiest salmon or pickerel flies. Should you 
wish to try fly-fishing on bluefish, I would ad- 
vise a foot length of steel or copper wire at- 
tached to the fly; even then you will find it ex- 
pensive. Each fly will cost a half-dollar, and 
will be ruined after the capture of your first fish. 

Bluefishing has not been so successful of 
late years on account of the scarcity of the 
mossbunker. The fish-oil establishments 
should be suppressed by law. 


WHEN PARTNER WENT ALONG 


W. S. Phillips (El Comancho) 


We had talked about it for several weeks, 
and Partner was full of joyful anticipation. 

She had been manufacturing short skirts 
and various wonderful things to wear, besides 
dragging me down to the sporting goods 
stores and selecting a lot of things that she 
said she must have to complete her outfit. At 
last it was finished, and Partner stood arrayed 
in all her toggery, from the soft gray hat on 
her brown hair to the brilliant yellow shoes on 
her small toes—she was rigged out complete 
even to the belt made from the two middle 
rows of scales that grew on the armor-plated 
back of the last ’gator I killed. 

Partner is a great girl, even if she does only 
weigh about ninety odd pounds. She has 
scolded me about going fishing so long that I 
sort of feel lost without it nowadays, but 
since the change came, and she became con- 
verted, she bids fair to scold if I don’t trot out 
into the woods with her. 

You see, she never would go fishing much 
until she got these new fishing clothes, and 
I’m not so sure yet that she really intends to 
go fishing just to go fishing, and I have a sus- 
picion that she likes to have other girls “rub- 
ber” at her when she gets on that boy's hunt- 
ing coat of hers—full of pockets, and rebuilt 
somehow about the waist so it fits her small 
form. Just think of it, ye old-timers who own 
hunting coats of brown with no particular 
shape but with honorable stains and spots— 
not to mention ventilation openings caused 
by too close contact with barbed wire in the 
past. Think of a hunting coat that fits, and 


has not a stain upon it! Think of a fish creel 
that is clean! That’s Partner’s idea of it! Why 
she refused to put the bass that she caught 
into that creel, because she said it would get 
dirty, and she refused to carry fish or bait in 
her pockets for the same reason—said she 
wanted her creel to carry lunch in and didn’t 
like to have her coat smell fishy! 

But never mind—Partner’s got a bad case of 
wilderness fever, and I'll wager a new outfit 
against a split shot sinker that I get that out- 
fit spotted and “smelly” and sunburned as any 
old-timer’s, and that before long too, for Part- 
ner, bless her little heart, can be coaxed to go 
anywhere with me, and I can even jolly her 
until she shuts her teeth down hard and ac- 
tually jabs a hook through a worm when she 
wants to sit down and contertedly “bob” for 
“goggle eyes.” 

I used to take her trout fishing out on the 
west coast once in a while, but she got the fly 
up in the trees, and I had to pick it out of her 
back hair several times and—and—well Part- 
ner never could see much fun in fishing any 
how, but, mind you, she didn’t have all this 
bunch of coats, short skirts and things then, as 
she has now, so how could she be expected to 
see fun in it? 

The last trip north we actually got out to- 
gether, and about noon Partner coupled up 
with a bass while I was enjoying myself shoot- 
ing frogs, and of course she “hollered” and 
told me she had a fish. 

By and by she called the to come and help 
her get her fish out of the brush pile, and to 











i 





eS RP PT Te IR 











WHEN PARTNER WENT ALONG 347 


be sure, there was only one brush pile in four 
miles of her, but she gave that bass the chance 
he wanted, and got tangled up of course. I 
trotted over expecting to have to put on a 
new hook for her, but blamed if she didn’t 
have that bass rounded up to a finish in the 
brush, and still on the hook. Then I waded in 
and got him separated from the stick he had 
taken a liking to, and Partner yanked him out 
on the bank. 

Just how she did this and did not smash her 
four-ounce rod is one of the mysteries that I’ve 
given up, but she got him, just the same. Then 
she danced around the lake shore and exulted 
over the death of that fish in a way that looked 
positively bloodthirsty to me. 


That was the beginning, and now I’ve got to 
go somewhere with her every time I can get 
a day off, and I’m just as pleased over it as 
she is, but I wont let her know it. 

I'll bet a new rod that she will show me 
things about the gentle are of catching fish 
before I know it, too, and it wouldn’t surprise 
me if she develops into a small gun crank, be- 
cause she shot a frog or two at a distance of 
six feet or such a matter the last time we were 
out. 

I'll keep you posted about her doings as we 
go along. 

P. S.—Her bass weighed a pound and a half, 
and I had to get enough more to make a good 
mess. 











ANGLING NOTES AND QUERIES 


Under this Department Heading, queries relative to Angling, Ichthyology, 


and Fish Culture 


will be answered. 


Striped Bass in San Francisco Bay, Cal. 


Can you or one of the readers of your mag- 
azine give me some information, through the 
AMERICAN ANGLER, of striped bass fishing? 

Some few years ago a lot of striped bass 
fry was planted in San Francisco Bay. They 
have increased wonderfully. We soon found 
out that it was worth while to try and catch 
them with the rod and line. The fish I have 
so far caught and taken were between three 
and five pounds in weight, but I have seen 
fifteen-pound fish caught. We catch them in 
about three feet of water, on very muddy, even 
filthy, bottom, with a good-sized clam for bait,. 
—a very unsatisfactory way of fishing, as it is 
very tiresome to sit in a boat without moving, 
and very dirty to handle anchors coated with 
black filth. Is there no artificial bait which 
they will take? O.B 

San Francisco, Cal. 


The letter and query of our California cor- 
respondent confirms the former reports of the 
astonishing increase of striped bass in the 
coast waters of that state, but we are sur- 
prised to learn the condition of the water- 
bottoms upon which they are caught. In their 
eastern habitat these fish prefer clean, sandy 
bottoms, with rocks, big or little, interspersed; 
in fact, the local name of this fish—‘rockfish” 
—has been given it in Pennsylvania, Mary- 
land and Virginia, because of its preference 
for stony bottoms. The striped bass angling 
clubs in the eastern states are located at points 
where rocky bluffs prevail, and it is at these 
places that striped bass of big weight are 
caught. It is also true, however, that the 
largest striped bass on record have been taken 
in the rivers and creeks of Maryland and Vir- 
ginia, where the waters are sluggish and the 
bottoms often slimy. This can be accounted 
for from the fact that such waters abound in 
crabs, which breed and undergo their physical 
changes from hard to “peeler,” and thence to 
“soft-crab” condition, and give the striped 
bass the food they most delight in, and grow 
big upon. We saw, some years ago, four 
striped bass, “rockfish,” so called locally, in 
the store of a fish dealer in Baltimore, the ag- 
gregate weight of which was three hundred 
and seventy pounds, and average of over 
ninety-two pounds each, and we were told by 
the dealer that he sometimes received speci- 
mens weighing slightly over one hundred 
pounds each. 

Our brother of San Francisco can, by ad- 
opting the improved method of angling for 
striped bass now followed by eastern anglers, 
be relieved from the monotony of still fishing 
and the filth of anchor-raising from the muddy 
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bottom of the harbor. We work the bass in 
this wise, particularly when the water is com- 
paratively shallow:— 

A No. 3 skimmer (or any other make of 
similar size) spoon is divested of the lower 
gang of hooks, which is replaced with a single 
hook (size I-0 to 4-0, according to the weight 
of fish running) on a strong three-inch snood, 
which is baited with white or sand worms, al- 
lowing their tails to stream free. These worms 
may not be accessible to our Pacific Coast 
fisherman, but any beach worm will answer 
the purpose, or a strip of the tough belly of 
any fish, cut in eel shape, will doubtless fill 
the bill. With this gear we row slowly over 
the striped bass grounds, and if the fish are 
there they will take the lure greedily, being 
attracted by the spinning of the spoon, but the 
edible: worm bait adds to the deception. No 
doubt the spoon alone would be deadly, but 
the gang of hooks is so close, generally, to tiie 
wings of the spoon, as to interfere with hook- 
ing the fish. 


Trout and Pickerel in Same Water 


Will you kindly inform me in regard to the 
game laws on pickerel, in Wisconsin. In the 
lake that I visit every year the United States 
Government planted several million lake trout 
and wall-eyed pike six years ago, and the only 
conclusion we can come to is that the pickerel 
have eaten them all up, as it is an ideal lake, 
being cold, clear, deep and spring-fed, and I 
for one would like to exterminate the pickerel 
and give the bass and trout a chance. Please 
advise if the spearing of pickerel would in any 
way conflict with the laws, as whatever were 
speared will be used for food. It is almost im- 
possible to get them to take bait. I may be 
wrong in wishing to help exterminate this ‘fish, 
but the other more gamy fish, such as black 
bass and pike, have very greatly decreased, 
and it is my understanding that the pickerel 
are cannibalistic and will eat any live fish.I my- 
self have seen, after a storm, a four-pound 
pickerel with a pound black bass in his mouth, 
caught by the bass’s fins sticking in the throat 
of the pickerel. Ww. Cc. V. B. 

Oak Park, III. 


From the only source of authority, “Game 
Laws in Brief,” now at our command, we 
learn that spearing is prohibited in the state 
of Wisconsin for “‘pickerel,” by which name 
we presume you refer to the pike (Lucius 
lucius), as that local name is general in the 
West for the true pike, a fish with light spots 
on a darkish background. The only pickerel 
you have in the West is a small one, seldom if 
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ever growing larger than twelve inches. It is 
green or grayish-green in color, with many 
curved streaks along and over the sides, which 
sometimes form bars, causing it to look some- 
what like the pond pickerel of the East, which 
is seldom found west of the Allegheny moun- 
tains, except in the Ozark region, Arkansas, 
where it is abundant. 

We suggest that you write to the president 
of the Wisconsin Fish Commission in relation 
to spearing pickerel in the lake you refer to, 
as a special law may have been enacted cov- 
ering the conditions you name and the lake 
to which you refer. There is no method ex- 
cept with the spear or net by which the pick- 
erel can be lessened in the lake. Your “pick- 
erel,” so called, grow to a large size, and even 
the black bass, bull-fighter as he is, cannot 
defend himself against their attacks. 


A Big German Trout 


A correspondent writes us:— 

“Recently I went with a friend, Mr. Pal- 
mer, of Passaic, N. J., to fish in the Neversink 
river, at Fallsburgh, N. Y., in Sullivan county, 
on the line of the New York, Ontario & West- 
ern Railway, and he took on a three-ounce 
rod, and landed after one-half hour's work, 
a brown or German trout, weighing six 
pounds. The fish was caught by the bridge, 
just below the falls. Such luck does not come 
to every man, and the ‘biggest fish did not get 
away this time.’ I witnessed the whole oper- 
ation. ‘Barnyard hackle’ did the business, as 
feathers would not work. The rod was a split 
bamboo, three ounces in ‘heft,’ as they say in 
the country.” 


““The Tiger’’ and the Black Bass 


Years ago we looked into the local nomen- 
clature of the dobson or helgramite, and 
evolved forty-seven popular names for this 
great lure for the bronze-backer. 

We were somewhat startled, however, at 
the last one we came across, which obtains 
universality on the Delaware river, about 
thirty miles above Trenton, N. J. There it is 
the goggle-hoy. From whence its derivation 
and where its appropriateness are beyond the 
reach of human knowledge or ken, but it is a 
fixed fact, albeit the black bass of that section 
is rapidly becoming a remembrance. We 
thought that reaching the height of goggle- 
hoy we had passed beyond the watershed of 
grotesque fish nicknames, but the other day a 
brother angler dropped in on us to have a 
look at our collections of oil portraits of fishes, 
and casually remarked :— 

“T see you have a fine portrait of a tiger,” 
pointing at the same moment to a framed 
painting of a black bass. 

This, we thought, climaxed matters, more 
particularly when he told us that “tiger” was 
the universally-used name for black bass in 
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many sections of Illinois. But when another 
angling friend of equal knowledge and 
genialty, informed us, when we showed him a 
black and white drawing of a channel catfish, 
that it resembled very much the “kitten” and 
the “‘squealer” of the Ohio river, we collapsed 
under the burden of popular nomenclature. 


Good Work in New Jersey 


The recent report of Mr. George Riley, the 
Fish and Game Protector of New Jersey, 
shows substantiated and encouraging reports. 

The work of stocking the streams and lakes 
with black bass and pickerel has been greatly 
facilitated by the presence of these fish in large 
numbers in the canals of the state. In this 
connection Mr. Riley reports:— 

“The state of New Jersey is particularly for- 
tunate in having such a large supply of bass 
and pickerel-in its canals every year, so easy of 
access; but by reason of the fact that the ap- 
propriation for stocking purposes for the year 
1899 had been exhausted in the purchase of 
fish and game, and that the legislature of 1900 
made no appropriation for such purposes, the 
canal could not be fished as thoroughly as it 
would have been had the money necessary 
thereto been at the disposal of this commis- 
sion. I have no hesitancy whatever in saying 
that ten thousand bass and pickerel can be se- 
cured every winter from this canal alone, pro- 
vided the commission has at its disposal the 
necessary money for the prosecution of such 
work. Notwithstanding that the severe cold 
weather in February and the heavy falls of rain 
during the past winter largely retarded this 
work, over three thousand bass were secured 
for distribution.” 

A great many of the lakes in the state need 
new life to restore them to their former con- 
dition. With the increase of population and 
the active interest the people are now taking 
in angling it is necessary that the waters 
should be plentifully fed, so that the supply 
may meet the demand. The extension of the 
trolley lines througheut the state gives to 
thousands the opportunity of visiting the lakes 
and streams at very small cost. This traffic is, 
as in all other sections of the country, becom- 
ing more extensive as the Saturday half-holi- 
day becomes more observed and popular. The 
constant drain upon the waters of the state 
has created a demand for black bass, which the 
Commission has been unable hitherto to meet, 
and only now through the supply to be ob- 
tained from the canals. 

For the information of the anglers of New 
Jersey and visiting fishermen we append a list 
of waters quel this year, with black bass, 
pickerel and perch:— 


Cranberry Lake, Sussex Co., 500 bass, 100 
pickerel, 25 crappies. 

Budd’s Lake, Morris Co., 500 bass. 

Green Pond, Morris Co., 400 bass, 100 pick- 
erel. 








Hutchinson's Pond, Mercer Co., 200 bass, 
100 pickerel, 200 perch. 

Sen. Stanger, Gloucester Co., 200 bass, 100 
pickerel, 100 perch. 

Freehold Lake, Monmouth Co., 100 bass, 
100 pickerel, 100 perch. 

Spring Lake, Monmouth Co., 50 bass. 

Silver Lake, Monmouth Co., 50 bass. 

Laner’s Lake, Monmouth Co., 50 bass. 

Davison’s Lake, Middlesex Co., 75 bass, 25 
pickerel. 


Grover’s Lake, Middlesex Co., 75 bass, 25 


pickerel, 25 perch. 

Plainsboro Lake, Middlesex Co., 75 bass, 25 
pickerel. 

Raritan River, Somerset Co., 306 bass, 50 
perch. 


Reeder’s Lake, Middlesex Co., 50 bass. 

Parson’s Lake, Middlesex Co., 50 bass, 50 
perch. 

Lawrence Lake, Middlesex Co., 50 bass, 50 
perch. ss 

Weston Lake, Middlesex Co., 00 bass, 25 
pickerel. 

Brewer’s Lake, Middlesex Co., 50 bass, 50 
perch. 


Pompton Lake, Middlesex Co., 
pickerel, 236 perch. 

Kirby’s Pond, by Warden Muller, 900 yellow 
perch. 

Sickels’s 
low perch. 

Engard’s 
low perch. 

Bell’s Lake, by Warden Muller, 1,000 yellow 
perch. 

Larchtown Pond, by 
yellow perch. 

The record for prosecutions of infractors of 
the fish and game laws is very satisfactory. 
During the four months ending May rst, a 
total of $560 fines and costs has been inflicted 
upon offenders, notably a fine of $150 against 
the Bergen County Gas Co. for polluting 
Overpeck brook. Out of a total of eighteen 
prosecutions only three were acquitted. Good 
and judicious work. 


139 bass, 15 


Pond, by Warden Muller, 800 yel- 
Pond, by Warden Muller, 900 yel- 


Warden Muller, 400 


Trout Streams in Iowa 


I see by “The Trouts of American Waters” 
that Iowa has only one trout stream. Well, 
here at Bellevue what is called Big and Little 
Mill Creeks, which are some ten miles long, 
are stocked with brook and rainbow trout. 
They were first put in in September, 1898. The 
first brook trout being caught May 6, 1900, and 
it was fourteen and one-quarter inches long. 
There are lots of trout in both creeks, as they 
are protected by local sportsmen until Igor. 
They were stocked in September, 1898, with 
three thousand brook trout, and in November, 
1899, with two thousand, and November, 1899, 
with five hundred rainbows, and they are all 
doing fine. FRED. BraiG. 

Bellevue, Ia. 


“The Trouts of American Waters” was 





FIELD AND STREAM 









written by me, and published in 1890, at which 


time 
the 


wild trout stream in 


w. & &. 


there was but one 
state of Iowa. 


Tackle for the Holy Land 


On a trip up the Nile and through the Holy 
Land, shall I take a light rod and flies? 
BELMAR. 


No angling tourist should omit to carry with 
him a complete fly-casting outfit. Surprises 
will be in store for him for the use of it, no 
matter where he goes. A few years ago we vis- 
ited the California Coast and anchored off 
Saint Michael’s Island, near Catalena. While 
ashore with the boatmen cooking an “island 
dinner”—a la St. Lawrence river—we jointed 
our fly rod, rigged our cast of flies on a nine- 
foot black bass, single-gut leader and threw 
them fifty feet across in the rolling surf. Our 
reward came at once in the form of hard fight- 
ing fish, new to us and to our companions. It 
was a viviparous perch, a pound in weight and 
without doubt the first of its kind ever caught 
on on feathers. We landed about fifteen of 
them in an hour’s fishing and shall never for- 
get, but, perhaps, never repeat the experience. 
To our correspondent we can only say that we 
have had reports of charr trout being taken in 
the upper reaches of the Jordan and its tribu- 
taries, but cannot vouch for the accuracy of 
the statement. 


Fishing in West Indian Waters 


to you as the person 
best able to inform me about possible fishing 
in the West Indies. I am planning a trip 
around Hayti, Jamaica, South shore of Cuba 
and Port Tampa. Florida, and expect to have 
a little time to fish at Port au Paix, Cape Hayti 
or Port au Prince. Any information as to lo- 
calities, kinds of fish, tackle and sources of in- 
formation would be deeply appreciated. 

nt. S: 


I have been referred 


The fishes usually sought after and caught 
by hook. and line in West Indian salt waters 
are the different species of groapers, the bar- 
racudas, the lady or bone fishes (locally called 
“banana” fish) jew fish, the  blanquillos 
(sometimes called ‘‘whitefish”) the crevalles, 
the gounts, the snappers and many other 
varieties. The angling tourist should take 
with him a complete tarpon outfit and a set of 
lighter gear for the smaller fish. The United 
States Fish Commission sent Dr. Evermann 
and Professor Marsh to the West Indian 
waters, in 1898, which resulted in the discovery 
of several new species of tropical fishes, none 
of which, however, were of special interest to 
the rod and line fisherman. Write to Dr. B. 
W. Evermann, United States Fish Commis- 
sion, Washington, D. C., for further intoima- 
tion. 


Ghe SPORTSMAN TOURIST 


Conducted B y 
William C. Harris 


This Department is published in connection with our ** Bureau of Information for Sportsmen,”’ 


and will 


be devoted to meeting the needs of the sportsman tourist—where, when and how tospend an enjoyable outing, 


either for fishing or shooting. 


cheerfully answered. 


The Trout Brooklets of New York 


Though years roll on I’m ever young, 
Of time I never think; 

I lave the mosses on my banks, 
And birds to me come and drink. 

I never weary in my speed 
Adorn the rocky steep; 

I nestle in the quiet pool 
And there would feign to sleep; 

But on and on with freshness move, 
My youth renewing oft; 

The flowrets kiss me everywhere, 
And I kiss their petals, soft. 

From silts and sands of Mother Earth, 
I wash her pearly pebbles out: 

Jewels for the spirits of my waters, 
My majestic speckled trout, 

With fins white- tipped, like wings of light, 
Whose perfect forms divine 

My bab’ling crystals lave and love— 
These crimsoned beauties, mine! 


These gushing lines were not inspired by a 
trip to distant mountain streams. Two years 
ago I wandered by a few of the brooksides of 
Westchester County, and, to my utter aston- 
ishment, found very satisfactory angling for 
trout. 

A few years ago I found my domicile in 
famed Sleepy Hollow, near Tarrytown. The 
little brook that provoked the above lines 
passed my door, and leaped into the Pocantico 
nearby the rock whereon the oldest inhabitant 
averred that Irving sat and fished. It was an 
ideal spot to lure a dreamer. The living wat- 
ers of three brooks met and mingled. Well, 
indeed, might this spot be hallowed in the 
memory by the legend, which recalls the 
brook “with just murmur enough to lure one 
to repose,” hard by the then old schoolhouse. 

In an idle moment, I, too, sat upon that 
rock, with, by chance, rod and line. A quiet, 
cool, refreshing spot, indeed. A limpid pool 
below formed near an old wall, over which a 
wooden bridge was thrown. Swirling bubbles 
gathered, lingered, and then strung off as the 


If you do not see what you want, ask for it. 


Your query will be promptly and 


ripples danced along. Overhanging branches 
nearly touched the water, and vines trailed 
along the banks. By no special direction my 
line floated down to this spot. In a lazy, list- 
less way I drew the line back too quickly. I 
had unconsciously perpetrated a skilful play. 
A sturdy fish rose to seize the bait. I saw the 
white belly and sudden splash. My former ex- 
perience gave me to understand that I had lost 
a beautiful trout. I was not long in solving 
the secret. By cautious lingerings I lured 
many trout. Knowledge came with experi- 
ence, and day by day I took practice lessons at 
my door. With confidence and courage I ven- 
tured to adjacent streams and favorite pools, 
always with success, when the strictest caution 
was observed. I studied the habits of the trout 
and lured him with every variety of season- 
able bait and color. I was loth to deceive the 
noble trout with artificial fly, preferring the 
natural variety, but occasionally added a bit 
of color, which may have appealed to a pas- 
sion other than that of gluttony. 

My earliest and best rods were improvised 
from that stately purple-crowned, jointless 
weed known as “Pride of the Meadow.” 
In the spring they may be seen in great clus- 
ters, brown and bare, of ample length for fish- 
ing. I found them admirably light, but at 
times insufficient. It occurred to me _ they 
might be strengthened by inserting a slender 
one inside another, and then bind on a handle 
upon which to fasten the reel. A better rod 
could not be devised for trout: The “‘admir- 
able apparatus” of the artist angler has many 
a scar in its polished surfaces, not dreamed 
of by my more natural substitute. 

The result of my first season’s catch, and it 
was a short one, footed up four hundred and 
seven good trout, within twenty-six miles of 
the great metropolis, and my second, in a sin- 
gle month’s opportunities, and a dry season 
at that, footed eighty-seven. 

No trout was counted or taken which was 
less than seven inches. Numerous evidences 
of these catches can be seen in my fishing 
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books of fins, skin and tails. The skin of a 
two-and-a-half-pounder in part, forms a cover 
decoration for this volume. 


| 









The above cut represents a trout taken in 
tidewater, in the Pocantico brook, below Cen- 
tral R. R. bridge, near mouth of brook enter- 


ing the Hudson, at Tarrytown. The reader 
will be particularly interested in the face, 
which is formed by the natural markings 
plainly noticeable on the dorsal fin. Hold page 
upside down, at a slight angle to the right, and 
a female face will readily be distinguished. 
Don’t give it up. It is worth a moment’s study. 

I record these investigations along brooks 
in the immediate vicinity of Tarrytown, twen- 
ty-six miles from New York, the Pocantico, 
the Saw Mill river, and the Bronx. The 
Sprain, near Yonkers, is a good trout stream, 
also the lower Saw Mill river. These are ac- 
cessible by rail, boat or wheel. Several ex- 
perts have satisfactory stories to tell that 
would astonish the yearning angler, whose 
dreams encompass the Adirondacks. 

The past year I visited that region, the 
Catskills, and wandered far into the Green 
Mountains of Vermont, but at last yield the 
palm of success to my native brooks as above. 

Joun A. Lanrt. 


Fishing in Northern Wisconsin 


We have advices of fishing in’ Northern 
Wisconsin as follows, from our correspond- 
ents, up to June 16th and 18th, respectively :— 

Antigo, Wis.—C. Van Ostrand made catch 
of a great many trout at Evergreen this week, 
also W. H. Warren and C. Frick. 

Eagle River, Wis.—Mrs. Neville, of 
city, caught a thirty-pound ‘‘muskey.” 
Mr. McKenzie, banker here, caught one 
weighing thirty-two pounds this week, 
and we are shipping fish out of here every day. 
They are simply getting all the fish they want 
of different kinds; such as black bass and pike. 

Tomahawk Lake, Wis.—F. L. Sanford, of 
Chicago, caught in three days fishing, one 
hundred black bass, weighing from two to five 
pounds. F. A. Cody, of Ashland, caught in 
one day’s fishing thirty-two black bass, weigh- 
ing from two to six pounds. Mrs. Wood- 
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sicka caught one eight and one-half-pound 
muscallonge. Hank Flood and H. J. Sparks, 
two guides, caught five muscallonge, weighing 
ten to fifteen pounds apiece. 

Rhinelander, Wis.—Fishing is getting to be 
very good, all kinds of fish biting now. Mr, 
and Mrs. Howard Reed caught two muscal- 
longe and six pike of good size, June 7th, in 
same lake. Alex. McRae and myself caught 
in two hours Saturday fourteen pike and one 
bass, the whole lot weighed 46 pounds, all in 
Lake Thompson. 

Tom Wood, Mr. E. Sawtelle caught a fine 
string of bass and pike in North Pelican 
waters. Harry Ashton and party of four 
caught, at Tomahawk Lake, on Sunday, June 
17th, seventy-two black bass, weighing on an 
average two and one-half pounds apiece, 
caught most of them casting with flies. 

Parrish, Wis.—Fishing has been fair at this 
point during past week. Several nice strings 
of fish have been caught. Mr. Brown, of 
Rhinelander, caught fifty trout, Van Galder 
and Long, of Jeffris, succeeded in getting 
eighty nice half to one and one-half-pound 
trout. Mr. Shepard, or this place, got a trout 
which weighed two and one-third pounds. 
Several nice catches of bass have been made. 
Fishermen say that Bass lake and Two-Mile 
lake are full of bass, and are biting fine. 


Texas Quail Shooting 


Our quail were reasonably plentiful during 
the past season, and the afternoons, when my 
friend S and myself got out among them, 
were both frequent and enjoyable. The last 
quail-shooting we had, however, was about 
twenty days before the season’s close. Hav- 
ing driven down on the railroad line about 
five miles, we hied ourselves to the nearest 
quail grounds and put out my dogs, a beauti- 
ful Gordon bitch, Flora, and a two- year-old 
English setter, Roi Dore. The latter located 
a bevy of fifteen quail before we got our guns 
out of their cases. 

The point was made just on the edge of a 
dense sumac thicket, and as we advanced, the 
birds flushed wild, some going into the thicket 
and some into a growth of tall weeds and 
grass on the western side of the sumac. We 
got in a shot, however, and two plump birds 
found lodgment in our game bags. Thinking 
that the entire bevy had flushed, we were pre- 
paring to follow them, when we noticed the 
dogs moving up a short distance and slipping 
to another point, this time among some 
bushes, where it was plain to see that the 
shooting would not be of the best. Approach- 
ing from opposite sides, we flushed the birds, 
and as they got out by ones and twos, four 
fell victims of the writer’s gun, and three col- 
lapsed before the report of my friend’s Le- 
fever. Having hunted our dogs thoroughly 
over the adjacent territory without finding 
another bird, we started at once for the sumac 
thicket, where the greater part of the covey 
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had settled. Six of them were flushed in suc- 
cession, three coming to bag, while on the 
others were scored some elegant misses. By 
this time it was four o’clock in the afternoon. 
“Let’s go see if we can’t get up that bevy in 
the lower field,” from S——, found a hearty 
second from the writer, and in a few minutes 
we were walking up behind Flora, who had 
them located. Up they went and away, all 
but one flying straight to an almost impassable 
thicket of young post oaks, and cooling our 
ardor so effectually that we at once decided it 
was time to go home. We had quite a re- 
spectable bag of quail as it was, and promised 
ourselves another shoot over the same ground 
before the season closed. E. A. W 
Will’s Point, Tex. 


Lake Chelan, Wash. 


This magnificent body of water is the larg- 
est of a series of lakes lying north and west 
of Wenatchee Valley. It is seventy miles 
long, from two to three miles wide, and is con- 
nected with the Columbia by a stream three 
miles long, with a fall of over three hundred 
feet in that distance, affording unlimited water 
power, rugged scenery and splendid fishing. 
The chief inlet of the lake is the Stehekin 
river, which has its source in the perpetual 
snows of the mighty cascade range, whose 
white peaks line the western sky. Another 
tributary, Railroad creek, has waterfalls which 
rival the Yosemite, the principal one having 
a direct pitch of 1,600 feet. 

Four kinds of ttout are found in the lake, 
to wit: the jack salmon with white meat, the 
land-locked salmon with red meat, the cut- 
throat trout, and the red-spotted malma with 
yellow fins. The lower part of the lake is sur- 
rounded by hay meadows and rounded hills, 
and much attention is being given to the culti- 
vation of fruits. The upper part of the lake 
has rugged shores, with rocks rising to dizzy 
heights from the water’s edge. There are two 
steamboats on the lake, engaged in carrying 
supplies to the miners and fishing and hunt- 
ing parties to the interior. L. H. Woodin, of 
Chelan, Wash., will be pleased to give in- 
quirers full information about the Chelan- 
Okanogan Basin. Steamers from Wenatchee 
run in connection with Great Northern Rail- 
way trains for this region. 

South of the Wenatchee river, and separat- 
ing it from the Yakima river, are the Peshas- 
tin mountains, of which Mt. Stuart, 12,000 
feet high, is the principal peak. This range 
and its foothills are well wooded, and con- 
tain extensive deposits of gold, silver, copper 
and lead, and streams furnishing ample var- 
iety for the angler who wishes primitive ex- 
perience and enjoyment. 


Fishing at Barnegat, N. J. 


Barnegat bay will never lose prestige as a 
fishing resort. 
tance, 


The only drawback is the dis- 
and distance suggests expense and 
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waste of time. The trip occupies about four 
hours, and the cost for an excursion ticket 
from New York is not more than $4, and 
there is nearly always an assurance of good 
fishing, and the ‘uncertainty at other resorts 
nearer at hand offsets the difference in the 
price, especially when it is taken into consid- 
eration that the fishing arrangements at Bar- 
negat bay are reduced to a science which ap- 
proaches luxury. 

At other resorts one day a party may get as 
many fish as its members can conveniently 
carry, and on the next day there will not be a 
weakfish on the grounds. The expense goes 
on just the same, however, and there is just 
as much or more hard work attached to get- 
ting to and returning from the fishing grounds 
when the fish are not to be found as when 
they are plentiful. It is different at Barnegat 
bay. When the fishing is good there on Mon- 
day it is likely to be good all the week. Bar- 
negat bay is like a big fish pond. The fish get 
in through the narrow inlet and have difficulty 
in finding their way out, even if they want to 
go. The bay is thirty miles in length, and the 
inlet is only a mile in width and guarded by 
fierce breakers on the numerous bars. Sharks 
and savage bluefish guard the entrance to the 
bay, and drive the timid weakfish into shallow 
water, where they stay throughout the season. 
There is another entrance to the bay at the ex- 
treme lower end, through New Inlet and Egg 
Harbor, but this is still more of a trap, and 
few fish get out that way after entering the 
land-locked water. There are several ways of 
getting a day’s fishing at Barnegat bay, but 
none more satisfactory than going direct to 
Forked river, where there are four well-kept 
hotels and thirty-five or forty yachts main- 
tained for the accommodation of anglers. 
Forked river is on the line of the New Jersey 
Southern railroad, eighty miles from Newark 
by way of the Central road. It is a quaint, old 
town, and has many attractions for those who 
do not care for fishing, but desire a restful place 
to spend a few weeks in summer, and not the 
least of these attractions are the meals served 
at the hotels, each of which vies with all of 
the others in trying to give a great variety of 
delicacies which are unusual, and consequently 
attractive to dwellers in cities. The hotel 
keepers have no monopoly, and as a conse- 
quence must strive with each other to get and 
keep their share of the patronage. As a con- 
sequence the visitor will find four or five stages 
drawn up at the station when the train stops at 
Forked river station. Three of the hotels are 
within a quarter of a mile of the railroad, and 
the fourth is down at the landing, a mile and 
a half from the station, and the same distance 
from the bay. While the captain of your boat 
is getting ready, you can get a most substan- 
tial breakfast at one of the hotels for fifty 
cents, and have a big basket of lunch made up 
to take out upon the boat, for once you start 
you do not get on land again for eight hours 
or more. The lunch which the Barnegat bay 
hotel keepers provide for each boat is one of 














the institutions of the bay. It usually consists 
of two or three kinds of cut meat, including 
fried or boiled chickens. Then there are boiled 
eggs, sardines, pickles, fruit, cakes and pie, to- 
gether with a liberal supply of home-made 
bread and butter. If it was only half as good 
it would be welcome by the time the sun was 
directly overhead. The meal is spread upon a 
hinged shelf attached to the centerboard trunk 
under the half-cabin of the typical Barnegat 
catboat. There is ice water, also ice cold beer 
aboard if you have taken the precaution to 
provide the latter, and if you desire it the cap- 
tain can make a cup of hot coffee for you over 
his little oil stove. One of the things in the 
favor of the Barnegat boats is that they are all 
well found. The equipment is the result of ex- 
perience in the wants of patrons and a healthy 
desire to keep up with all rivals. The boats 
are safe and comfortable, and the owners are 
thoroughly capable sailors. The uniform 
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know, that we have over ten thousand lakes 
in this state, the majority of them lying in the 
“Big Woods” belt, and are therefore well 
filled with the better kinds of game fish, and 
are gems of scenic beauty. 

Among so many beautiful lakes it is hard in- 
deed to say this or that one is most beautiful. 
Certainly Lake Sylvia will delight the heart of 
any angler. It is an unusually deep, clear and 
cold lake. The fact that it teems with lake 
herring is proof of its low temperature. It is 
practically ~— lakes, divided by long, nar- 
row points. Its shores are plentifully indent- 
ed with deep bays, and every angler appre- 
ciates a diversified shore line; first. for the 
fishing grounds that such a shore line forms 
and the protection the points offer from too 
strong a wind; and, second, because of the 
added beauty they give any lake. 

Lake Sylvia is about fifty-five miles from the 
Twin Cities, westward, on the “Soo” line. 





W. W. Leonard in action 


charge is $4 a day. The captain cuts bait, baits 
hooks, removes and cleans the fish, and a man 
in a suit of white flannels might catch fifty or 
one hundred weakfish in a day without getting 
a spot on his clothes or a scent of fish on his 
fingers. He hooks the fish, and the captain 
does the rest. The fish are biting well just 
now, and it is not much of a feat to catch 
eighty or one hundred in a day. The fish are 
of a fair size, too. They run from one to two 
and one-half pounds, and it is a fair average 
when a basket of twenty-five fish weighs forty 
pounds. 


Lake Sylvia, Minnesota 
Every crow’s young is the whitest, every 
man’s state is the best, but I think no one will 
deny that the state of Minnesota is the lacus- 
trine paradise of our western country. Most 
sportsmen know, and those who do not should 


Frequent trains at desirable hours make it 
easily accessible. The angler is cared for at 
the lake by Fred Bryant, who has built a num- 
ber of one-room cottages on the lake shore, 
and also a new hotel on a bluff back of the 
cottages, and guests can take their choice of 
living at a hotel or at a cottage. 

Your correspondent spent a most delight- 
ful outing at this lake recently, our catch of 
bass averaging twenty-five per day, which is 
enough and to spare for any reasonable sports- 
man. The angler enjoys a very grateful im- 
munity from weeds, which are usually so 
troublesome in bass fishing. Long eel-grass 
and tough lily roots are conspicuous by their 
absence, and the rush beds not thick. In fact 
I have never fished a lake more desirable or 
more easily and pleasantly fished than Lake 
Sylvia. 

Our readers may icici of some previous 
articles of mine referring to the annual news- 
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paper men’s fishing trip, which the passenger 
department of the “Soo” line gives to the 
newspaper men of the Twin Cities. These 
trips have come to be an annual event, looked 
forward to by the “press gang” with a great 
deal of pleasure and interest. This year’s an- 
nual was, if possible, the best of the series so 
far. Under the personal direction and super- 
vision of W. Callaway, the general passen- 
ger agent; W. S. Thorne, the assistant gen- 
eral passenger agent; Harry E. Huntington, 
chief clerk in the passenger department; and 
C. H. Lloyd, of the advertising department, 
they furnished their guests with a sleeper and 
dining car, which cars were sidetracked at 
Lake Sylvia. Teams were provided to take 
us to the lake, where boats and bait were fur- 
nished by Mr. Fred Bryant. Mr. Bryant also 
gave the hungry fishermen a very excellent 
dinner. All our other meals were furnished 
by the dining-car. 

The philosopher who said, “Men are but 
children of a larger growth,” spoke very truly. 
To realize this you have only to be present on 
one of the “Soo” line annual fishing excur- 
sions. To see staid, middle-aged men of high 
positions and great responsibilities leaving 
their cares behind them and throwing them- 
selves completely into the enjoyment of a day 
on the water with the gamy bass is a sight to 
warm the cockles of your heart and make you 
realize that there is something else in life be- 
side the desperate chase after the elusive dollar. 

Your correspondent was very fortunate in 
having for campanions in his boat Mr. E. A. 
Bromley, the staff photographer of the daily 
Times, Minneapolis, and Mr. Frank H. Ham- 
ilton, sporting editor of the same paper. In 
the intervals between bites Mr. Hamilton’s 
reminiscences of two years spent in the cliff- 
dwellers’ district of Colorado were very inter- 
esting, and Mr. Bromley’s inimitable stories 
made us forget that we had not had a strike 
for some time. 

There are a number of very large pickerel 
in Lake Sylvia. They have discovered where 
the lake herring congregate, and have dis- 
covered also that they are good to eat. The 
result is that, feeding on such food and liv- 
ing in such clear, cold water, the much-de- 
spised pickerel, or more properly speaking, 
pike, is very good to eat and tastes entirely 
different from the same fish taken from warm, 
shallow, weedy waters. 

There are sixteen lakes within four miles of 
Lake Sylvia, and good fishing in all of them. 
This statement simply to show how thick the 
lakes are along this line. In fact, from Min- 
neapolis to Glenwood, a hundred and twenty 
miles, nearly every station has about the same 
opportunities for sport with the rod. 

Shortly after this trip my old friend, Arthur 
Hill, came out from Boston to have his an- 
nual bass-fishing trip with your correspondent, 
and a most delightful trip it was, during which 
I took several photographs, which are now in 
the hands of the photographer, and which I 
hope to show to our readers in an early is- 
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sue. One of them, I think, will be particularly 
interesting, as it was a snapshot of a bass leap 
ing high into the air, about six feet from the 
boat, in one last, grand effort to rid himself of 
the hook. 

Our readers must remember our old friend 
Lucky Raisbeck, whose fishing experiences 
and photographs have so frequently appeared 
in our columns. He is now here, fitting out 
for another trip to Woman lake. He will be 
accompanied by Mr. Harry 
Philadelphia, and when they return I shall ex 
pect to get from them a veracious chronicle of 
their outing, which will undoubtedly furnish 
interesting reading. W. W. LEONARD. 


Pine County, Minnesota. 


From a private letter received from Mr. 
William Dunbar Jenkins, Civil Engineer C 
M. & S. F. Ry. Co., we extract the following 
notes :— 

“T have been out all winter on a railroad lo 
cation, and in a new country—Pine County, 
Minnesota, and along the St. Croix river 
During my travels I have come across some 
famous fishing pla aces, and some streams that 
have hardly ever had a hook in them. Many 
lakes and trout brooks. On Thanksgiving 
Day, last November, although very cold, I 
had a fine mess of brook trout for dinner, St. 
Croix river is a famous place for mascalonge, 
pike, pickerel, sturgeon, black bass, and other 
game fish. Yellow Lake, in Burnett County, 
Wis., is also a noted fishing place, whilst 
3ang’s Brook, Pine County, Minn., is cele- 
brated for its trout.” 


Fly Fishing in Onawa Lake, Me. 


A party of three of us visited Ship Pond last 
season, for two weeks, and hardly a day passed 
but what one of us took three or four land- 
locked salmon on a fly. The pool fished was 
quite small, although deep, and but one of us 
fished at a time, he being able to cover the 
whole pool. A Dr. Sanden (I think that is the 
right name), who owns a camp on this lake, 
fished nearly every day during the month of 
September, and I have known him to take 
seven salmon in one morning, the average 
weight being five pounds, and the largest 
fish weighing seven and one-quarter pounds. 
The largest salmon I caught while there 
weighed six and one-quarter pounds (taken on 
a Montreal fly tied on a number six Sproat 
hook), my total catch that morning being five 
fish. These fish, in both instances, were taken 
on a fly, and I found they rose as readily as in 
Grand Lake stream, in the eastern part of the 
state. 

In addition to land-locked salmon fishing, 
I have had as good trout fishing in Onawa 
lake and the surrounding lakes as I have found 
anywhere south of Indian river, the outlet of 
Moosehead lake, and although not very old, 
have seen a good deal of Maine with a rifle in 
winter and a fly-rod in summer. 
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Fishing and Shooting at Maryville, Cal. 


Within from six to twenty-five miles from 
Maryville the sportsman can reach grounds 
where, in the proper season, good shooting 
can be had at geese, ducks, snipe, quail and 
doves; ducks and geese being generally the 
most plentiful, and from October to Febru 
ary the best months to meet in. Farther back 
in the mountains, from twenty-five to one hun- 
dred miles, deer are quite plentiful. Hunting 
parties can obtain men who will act as guides 
and furnish teams and conveyances for short 
trips into the hills for about two dollars per 
day. Dogs are not required here in hunting 
and their use is not customary. Our 
fishing resort is at Big Meadows, eighty 
miles away, twenty-eight miles of the distance 
being by railway, while the rest of the jour- 
ney is over a stage route. It is a long way to 
go fishing, but the sport — repays for 
time and trouble. . D. Gorvon. 
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Nearby Angling Waters for New Yorkers. 


FIELD AND STREAM made an initial investi 
gation of the great Croton Water Shed, adja 
cent to New York city, as a resort for local 
anglers, on July 4th. A most satisfactory 
day’s fishing can be enjoyed on the east, mid- 
dle and west branches of the Croton river, in 


the vicinity of Croton Falls. Trains on the 
Harlem road start early from the city, and 
return as late as nine o'clock, giving ample 


time for a refreshing day’s sport at the lakes 
and adjacent streams. The whole region is 
accessible. There are no bogs or swamps or 
difficult underbrush to baffle and discourage, 
and the skilful angler will find ample reward 
in trout and other game fish. The trout run 
large and fairly abundant. One of the staff 
captured a two-and-a-half-pounder, for exam- 
ple. 

The headwaters of this charming paradise of 
the finny tribe may be said to start at Brew- 
ster’s Station, where the local anglers are or- 
ganized in an outing club, namely, the Ton- 
etta, whose membership embrace many suc- 
cessful men of affairs, and all of whom are as- 


suredly experts with the rod and reel name- 
ly, H. H. Vreeland, E. W. Addis, E. D. Stan- 
nard, Frank Townsend, J. E. Pugsley, Samuel 


Frank H. Rogers, Charles Aus- 
Richard Mitchell and others. 


M. Church, 


tin, James Peck. 
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Charles E. Ives, at the Brewster House, is 
ever ready to direct and make anglers com- 
fortable; also Proprietor Quick, at the Cro- 
ton Falls Hotel, Mr. Manzini, at Purdy’s 
Station, and Sylvester Tripp, at Millerton, will 
give all possible aid in speeding the angler on 
his way. 


Where to go Shooting. 


This all-absorbing question can be answered 
to the complete satisfaction of all concerned 
by a reference to the new, illustrated edition of 
“Shooting and Fishing along the line of the 
Great Northern — ” Mention this pub- 
lication, and address F. Whitney, G. P. & 
t+. Bay Ot Paul, these for a copy of this 
valuable booklet. 


Open Seasons for Fishing. 


For a complete synopsis of the open sea- 
sons for fishing in the United States and 
Canada our readers are referred to either the 
May or June numbers of this year. Extra 
copies of these numbers can be mailed on re- 
ceipt of ten cents, as well as any other back 
numbers of FIELD AND STREAM. 


The Sportsman’s Bureau of Information. 


This Bureau has been established by us to 
furnish detailed information, without charge, 
to sportsmen, as to the fishing and shooting 
localities in North America, including cost of 
transportation, hotel rates, names of guides 
and their charges, and if field dogs are fur- 
nished by them; cost of boats, livery and bait; 
where shooting and fishing are free or re- 
stricted; in fact, everything that is needed to 
make an outing successful and economical. 

Descriptive books, folders, time tables, in 
fact, every kind of literature issued by trans- 
portation companies, can be had on applica- 
tion, free of charge. 

The Bureau has now a number of the prin- 
cipal trunk lines of the country in full sym- 
pathy with the conduct of its business, which 
is to serve primarily the interests of American 
sportsmen. We shall be pleased to see or hear 
from you. Address Wm. C. Harris, or call at 
our office, 19 Park Place, New York. 
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servations and those of other naturalists of his acquaintance. 
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AND STREAM 
Pogue will, under the heading, ‘“‘ Moccasin Tracks,” 

recount strange, true stories, and incidents of interest, also 
certain knowledge, but credited beside camp-fires in the Ontario woods, and his own ob- 


~~ 


are pleased to announce that Mr. 
beginning with the August number, 
stories not wholly true to his 


Readers of Fietp anp STREAM 


are asked to write to Mr. Pogue, care of FIrELpD AND STREAM, concerning anything outre or 


of general interest touching the wild things, or hunting, 
i Inquiries Mr. Pogue will try to answer to the limit 


any time come under their observation. 


trapping or fishing, that may at 


of his knowledge, and he will be glad to receive letters from anyone who has even a small 


GREETING 


atom of interest in natural history. 


The writer of “these few lines,’ who is the 
most recent and the least worthy addition to 
the editorial staff of FIELD AND STREAM, is not 
of the most recent generation. He hereby 
gives notice that he is going to take to the 
voods, for good. Before this is in print he 
will be at one of the ends of the Law and 
Order and Public Opinion guide ropes, and 
will have taken his hands off it, and got out of 
touch with the civilization that most readers 
of FIELD AND STREAM know. He will be in 
the deeps of the woods, and thence, with the 
heartiest good will, he sends the best wishes 
of an old-fashioned coureur de bois born out 
of his true time, to all the old and young 
boys who read this magazine. Across the 
much distance that is between us—the many 
miles that are strung between the drawn paral- 
lels by thousands—let me wish you Macki- 
naw Jack’s luck with your rods and guns and 
dogs, my brothers. Where the forest is ex- 
tensive and primeval; where the wind, flowing 
and blowing between the branches and over 
the face of the waters, is sweet with balsamic 
smells; where the water is cold as sno-y water, 
and so clear that if a fish swims within ten 
feet of the surface you can see the gleaming 
silver and copper and drab and milk-white of 
him, and his beautiful iridescent eyes, and the 
slow fanning of his fins and the easy swing of 
his tail; where in the warm summer dark the 
loons chuckle from the middle of the wilder- 
ness lake, and the whip-poor-will calls mourn- 
fully from the forest frills; where the wild 
things live the full span of their lives without 
seeing the trail of a moccasin or the track of 
a larrigan, or the coiling smoke of a cooking 
fire that marks the camp of a man; where the 
black bear and the lynx, having no fear of 


man, come about the tent at night and pick up 
the scraps thrown away by the camper; where 
the fish are as hungry as wolves, and it is pos 
sible to catch four-pound trout with chunks 
of pork; where six and seven, and eight- 
pounders have been caught; and where black 
bass of huge size rise freely to the fly, and a 
trout and a bass have been hooked on the 
same cast; and where the muskeenonje, the 
water-wolf, and the magnificent land-locked 
salmon reach their greatest known weights. 
To this earthly paradise I have turned my face, 
in flannel shirt, wide-brimmed felt hat, and 
moccasins, with my good cedar Peter- 
borough, and my light birchbark (weegwaus 
cheemaun), my long-handled frying pan, my 
copper camp kettle, my coffee pot, my little 
“A” tent, and a roll of blankets, my dear old 
briarwood pipe and a sufficient quantity of to- 
bacco, my much fishing tackle, and my Wiz- 
ard camera, and many things beside, too nu- 
merous to mention, as the advertisements say. 
I heartily wish I could meet you all, on some 
occasion, in a real council lodge. We would 
tell many true stories of old things that have 
happened, and also we would lie plentifully 
each unto the others in his turn, “in a com- 
mon language” around the pine-cone lodge 
fire. We would sit smoking our briarwood 
opwawgawns from sundip, perhaps, until the 
blear of the morning. And _ so, good-by. 
Though I am many miles at the back of be- 
yond, though I am on the Precipitous Edge of 
the Jumping-Off Place, Her Majesty’s Postal 
Service, and that of my Uncle Samuel, will 
carry my stuff into Park Row, and ye shall 
know where I am and what I am doing and 
what I see. 
Marstyn PocueE (Trail Maker). 

(357 






















WN! 





Bench Shows 
Western Canada Kennel Club's annual bench show, 


Winnipeg, Man, July 25, 26and 27. A. Lake, secretary. 
Brandon Kennel Club's annual bench show, Brandon, 
Manitoba, Juiy 31, August 1,2and3. Frank J. Clark, 


secretary-Manager 

Toronto Indusirial Exhibition Association's s twelfth 
annual dog show ‘Toronto, Can., September 3, 4,5 and 
6. W. P. Fraser, secretary 


Vermont Kennel Club’s annual show, Rutand, Vt., 
September 11, 12 and 13. A. Percival, secretary. 

Nineteenth Annual Log Show of the Danbury Agri- 
cultural Society, Danbury, Conn., October 2-6. James 


Mortimer, superintendent 

Second annual bench show Philadelphia Dog Show 
Association, Philadelphia, Pa., November 21, 22, 23 
and 24. Marcel A. Viti, secretary. 

Field Trials 

Association's third annual trials, 
August 21 M. Bruce, secretary, 


Iowa Field Trial 
Emmetsburg, la., 
Des Moines, la. 

South Dakota Field Trial 
trials, Sioux Falls, S$. D., August 27. 
secretary, Sioux Falls, S. D. 


Association’s inaugural 
Olav Haugtro, 


Western Canada Kennel Club’s annual field trials, 
September 3 and 4, La Salle, Manitoba. A. Code, 
secretary, Winnipeg, Man. 


Brandon Kennel Club’s third annual field trials, 


Brandon, Manitoba, September 6and 7. Dr. H. James 
Elliott, secretary, Brandon, Man 
Manitoba Field Trial Club’s annual trials, Septem- 


ber 11. Eric Hamber, secretary, Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
First annual field trial of the Pointer Club of Am- 
erica, November —. R. FE. Westlake, secretary, 


Scranton, Pa. 
Connecticut Field 
Hampton, Conn , November 7. 
retary, New Haven, Conn, 
The Monongahela Valley Game and Fish Protective 
Association’s sixth annual field trials, . Pa.. Octo- 
ber 30. A.C. Peterson, secretary, Homestead, Pa. 


Trial Club’s annual field trials, 
John E. Bassett, sec- 
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Michigan Field Trial Association’s third 
Eber 


trials, Lake View, Michigan, November 7 and 8. 
Rice, secretary. Grand Rapids, Mich. 
Independent Field Trial Club’s second annual trials, 
3icknell, Ind., November 12. Madison, secre- 
tary, Indianapolis, Ind. 
Ohio Field Trial Club’s 
ington Court House, Uhio, 


third annual trials, 


Wash- 
November 12, etc. ee 


Baughn, secretary, Washington C. H., Ohio. 
International Field Trial Club’s twelfth annual field 

trials, Chatham, Ont., November 13, 1900. W. B. 

Wells, honorary secretary, Chatham, Ont., Can. 


Club’s twenty-second annual 
trials, Newton, N. C., November 18. S. C. Bradley, 
secretary, Greenfield Hill, Conn. 

Illinois Field Trial Association's second annual trials 
—, November 20. O. W. Ferguson, secre- 


Eastern Field Trial 





tary, "Mattoon, lil. 

North American Field Trial Club’s second annual 
trials, Ruthven, Ont., November 20. Frank E. Mar- 
con, Jr., secretary, Windsor, Ont., Can. 

Kentucky Field Trial Club’s annual field trials, 


Glasgow, Ky., November 22. Barrett Gibson 
secretary, Louisville, Ky. 

Missouri Field Trial Association’s 
trials, Paris, Mo., November 27. L. 
tary, Sedalia, Mo. 

Continental Field Trial Club’s sixth annua! trials, 
Newton, N. C. Members’ stake, November 30; Derby, 
December 3 Theo Sturges, secretary-treasurer. 
Greenfieli Hill, Conn. 


fourth annual 
S. Eddins, secre- 


Beagle Trials 


Central Beagle Club’s annual field trials, ——-—, Pa., 
November 20. A.C. Peterson, secretary, Homestead, 
Pa. 

Coursing 

The Capitol City Coursing Club Fall meet, Lincoln. 
Neb, October 9,10and11 George Dayton, secretary. 

The Central Coursing Club’s Fail meet, Mankato, 
Kan., October 16,17 and 18. Charles F., Horne, sec’y, 





Field Tria!s 


Next month will see the beginning of the 
next series of field trials, which promises to be 
one of unusual interest. 

The Iowa State Association will set the ball 
rolling at their meeting at Emmetsburg, be- 
ginning August 2Ist, which promises better 
results, in way of game, as they have promised 
to have the grounds properly policed for its 
protection. Another proper precaution has 
been taken in having men of experience to 
judge. 

The South Dakota Field Trials Association 
follows the next week, commencing on the 
28th, selecting Sioux Falls as the point. Mr. 
Thos. Johnson will be the presiding judge. 
This association is in advance of many state 
associations in selecting a man of experience 





to judge at their inaugural meeting—a point 
which should never be overlooked, inasmuch 


follow the results of 
minor meetings, in that dogs are paraded as 
winners, rushed into the stud after obtaining 
such distinction at the hands of inexperienced 
persons, perhaps, having only a semblance of 
the qualities necessary to win at the principal 
meetings. 

The scene now changes to Manitoba, where 
three meetings will be held this season. The 
Western Canada Kennel Club have the dates 
of September 3d and 4th for their grounds at 
La Salle, good ones, having only the handicap 
of limited accommodations. Their grounds 
are excellent, and chickens abundant. Bran- 
don’s Kennel Club has promised an excellent 
meeting at Brandon, on September 6th and 
7th, with as many additional days as may be 
necessary. The trials in this section will close 
with those of the well-known Manitoba Field 


that evil may, at times, 
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This 
will be the fourteenth annual trial, and the 
principal event in that section. From the 
number of handlers reported as getting ready 
for a visit to that section it should well-nigh 
be the record year for this association. Trials 
begin on September rth. 

Coming back to the States, the Monongahela 
Valley Game and Fish Protective Association 
give their sixth annual trials. The trials of 
this association have been growing from year 
to year, and this season promises to have their 
best meeting. New grounds have been se- 
lected by a capable person and an abundance 
of game promised, an article scarce for past 


Trials Club Trials, Mr. Bradley the judge. 


FIELD TRIALS 


Field Trial 
November 13th. 
first two weeks of 


vember 12th; The International 
Club’s Trials, Chatham, Ont., 
A goodly number for the 
the month. 

The next in order, one of the principal 
events of the year, is given by the Eastern 
Field Trial Club, which has the distinction of 
being the oldest organization of its kind, never 
failing in its annual meeting. The meeting 
begins at Newton, N. C., with the always in- 
teresting Members’ Stake, Friday, November 
16th. On the Monday following od open 
stakes are on, beginning with the Derb 

The Illinois Field Trial Linecuaiele. the 
North American Club’s Trials at Ruthven, 





Plain Sam 


Owned by Jno. R. 


seasons. This association is always at the 
front with capable judges, the winners here 
being dogs of unquestioned merit, able to re- 
peat elsewhere. The meeting begins the week 
of October 3oth. 

Following comes the busy November sea- 
son, when the weather conditions and game are 
supposed to be at their best. A number of 
meetings are crowded into the month, includ- 
ing the inz 1ugural meeting of the Pointer Club 
of America (no date yet fixed); Connecticut 
Field Trial Club, Hampton, Conn, November 
7th; Michigan Field Trials Association’s 
Trials. Lake View, Mich., November 7th and 
8th; Independent Field Trial Club's Trials, 
Bicknell, Ind., November 12th: Ohio Field 
Trials Club Trials, Washington C. H., No- 


Daniels, 


A Noted Sire of Bench and Field Trial Winners 


Cleveland, Ohio. 


Ont., and the Kentucky Field Trial Club's 
trials take a part of the same date, followed 
by the Missouri Field Trial Association’ s 


fourth annual trials, commencing on the 27th. 
Returning to the Newton acter do the Con- 


tinental Club will close the meetings to be 
held before Christmas. beginning with a 
members’ stake, November 3d, and with the 
open Derby, followed by other stakes Decem- 
ber 3d. This club’s trials should be one of the 
most interesting and best-contested of the 
whole circuit, as the season will be well ad- 
vanced, and bring together the best of the 
earlier trials. Altogether the winners in the 


several sections of our country should prove 
to be dogs of first-class worth, as the competi- 
tion is likely to prove most lively. 












The English Setter Club 


The membership has passed the one hundred 
mark, and the friends of it now enrolled can- 
not do better service than to send one addi- 
tional name each to the secretary-treasurer. 

Much has been said through the press as 
to a change in name from the English setter 
to the American setter, which seems to have 
little reason for the change, and is likely to 
produce confusion in bench-show classifica- 
tion and our stud books. The name of Eng- 
lish setter does not mean a dog of English 
form necessarily, and if the standard to be 
prepared is what it should be, and the judges 
elected to work as they should for it, it should 
prove most satisfactory. The men appointed 
on the committee to frame the constitution 
and by-laws for the club can be depended on 
to do the right thing in selecting a suitable 
name for the club. 

The standard committee have already 
had a meeting of a majority, outlin- 
ing their ideas, which will be submitted 
to the other two for suggestions. Up to this 
date the members have been slow to corre- 
spond with the members of the committee ad- 
vancing ideas to form the basis of work, 
enabling the committee to frame a standard 
conforming to the wishes of a majority. Now 
is the time to express yourselves, gentlemen, 
or hereafter hold your peace. The nominat- 
ing committee, doubtless, are performing their 
duties to the best of their ability. Suggestions 
as to the officials of the club by those not 
members of the club, will hardly receive no- 
tice, nor can they well consider the names of 
any, however much preferred, who have not 
been interested enough to join. No doubt a 
ballot will be prepared soon that will meet the 
wishes of a majority. There is good material 
for the selection of a president and vice- "€7 
dent in the following = viz.. W. S. Bell, I 
K. Devereux, H. R. Edwards, John E. dc 
Ruyter, Novin T. Harris, Hobart Ames, E. 
A. Burdett, J. A. Graham, Clarence Draper, 
Prof. E. H. Osthaus, E. Huidekoper and H. 
A. Ledbetter, all members of the club. 


The Next Bench Show Season 


Bench-show announcements for the begin- 
ning of the fall are now in order. The Ver- 
mont Kennel Club’s show will be the first in 
the East holding it, meeting at Rutland, Vt 
September 11-13. The Danbury Agricultural 
Society follows with its nineteenth annual 
show, on the grounds of the society. at Dan- 
bury, Conn., October 3-6. Mr. James Mortimer 
will be the superintendent. The Philadelphia 
Dog Show Association is down for November 
21-24. The success of this club’s show last 
year will be a guarantee for one of the best in 
the circuit this season. Don’t forget Phila- 


delphia in making up your list of shows that 
you want to attend, for the club is determined 
to beat its initial effort, good as it was. 
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Michigan Field Trials 


The third trials of the Michigan Field Trials 
Association will be held at Lakeview, Wednes- 
day and Thursday, November 7 and 8, 1900. 

There will be two classes, consisting of the 
“members all-age stake” and the ‘Derby 
stake.” The Derby class will include all dogs 
or bitches under two years old. These classes 
may, in the opinion of the judges, be divided 
by running the setters and pointers in differ- 
ent sections in each class. 

There will also be a professional class, all- 
age, to which any dog owned in North Am- 
erica will be eligible. 


Eastern Field Trials 

The Eastern Field Trials Club takes pleas- 
ure in announcing the Twenty-second Annual 
Field Trials Meeting to be held at the club 
grounds, Newton, North Carolina. Beginning 
with the members’ stake, on November 16, 
1900, followed by the Derby all-age and sub- 
scription stakes, open to the world. The club 
will use every available endeavor to leave 
upon the minds of all in attendance a pleas- 
ant remembrance of this meeting, which the 
club desires to make one of the most interest- 
ing outings of the season. 

The Eastern Field Trials Club is established 
with a view to improve the breed of sporting 
dogs, especially to test their field qualities, to 
increase the interest in legitimate sport with 
dog and gun, and for the purpose of holding 
field trials. 

The club desires to inform owners and 
handlers as nearly as possible what standard 
the dogs competing at these trials will be 
judged 

The club desires handlers competing at their 
trials to have their dogs well broken, and to 
show the dogs to the best advantage and not 
hustle for points on scattered birds; assuring 
them that each dog will be given a thorough 
test, both as to his finding and pointing qual- 
ities. The number of times a dog points back, 
etc., shall not necessarily be given the prefer- 
ence; but the quality of the performance will 
be considered rather than the frequency of the 
occurrence. 

It will be the desire of the club to give 
greater credit to dogs showing the best nat- 
ural qualities and to have such dogs placed to 
the front that work promptly, without noise 
or severity, and are obedient, prompt, cheer- 
ful and have the ambition to hunt for birds; 
their selection of likely places; their industry 
in staying out at their work, and their skill 
in handling and pointing the birds after they 
find them; and maintain the most killing range 
throughout, viz., wide or close as the necessity 
of the case requires. 

In selecting the winners, it is hoped and ex- 
pected that the question of luck will be en- 
tirely eliminated, and the first, second, and 
third best dogs will be surely and accurately 
placed in accordance with their merits. 
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The Illinois Trials 


At a speci al meeting of the Board of Gov- 
ernors of the Illinois Field Trial Association, 
presided over by Mr. James Pease, of Chi- 


Mattoon, Ill, on Friday night 
it was decided to give this year 
four stakes, to be known as the members’ 
Derby. members’ all-age, open Derby and 
open all-age. No dog is eligible to the mem- 
bers’ stakes unless owned by a member of the 
association, who must also be a resident of the 
state of Illinois. The open stakes should be 
the attraction this year, which are free-for-all, 
providing they pay $5 to nominate and $10 
to start. The prizes will consist of all the 
money derived { irom the entry fees, the asso- 
ciation paying all expenses of conducting the 
trials. In addition to the cash prizes in the 
members’ stakes there are the two beautiful 
trophies donated by Mr. E. S. Rice and Mont- 
gomery Ward & Co., of Chicago, which are 
alone well worth competing for. Entries to 
the members’ stakes will close September Ist, 
or in other words one must be a member of 
the association on this date in order to run a 


cago, held at 
of last week, 


dog. The entries to free-for-all stakes will 
close October 21st. The trial grounds have 
not vet been selected, but either those adja- 


cent to | -awrenceville, Olney or Robinson will 
be selected. Dr. R. Hickerson, of Mober- 
ly, Mo., S. C. anced, of Indianapolis, and 
Theo. Goodman, of Terre Haute, Ind., will be 
asked to judge all events, and if experience 
goes for anything they should be as compe- 
tent as any three men who ever sat in a sad- 
dle. The association is composed of a num- 
ber of sportsmen of the very highest type, 
men who will put their hands in their pockets 
if necessary to make a success of anything 
they undertake. 


The Ohio Trials 


The Board of Governors of the Ohio Field 
Trial Association has decided to change the 
date of the Ohio field trials from Monday, 
November 12th, to Wednesday, November 
7th. This change was made, Secretary C. E. 
Baughn informs us, at the urgent request of 
representative sportsmen throughout the state, 
that the date might not conflict with other field 
trial dates. Four stakes will be run, the mem- 
bers’ Derby, for setters and pointers whelped 
on or after January 1, 1899. The membership 
all-age stake, the open Derby and the open 
all-age stake, the two former for members 
only, and the two latter open to the world. 
Each stake is for setters and_ pointers. 
Messrs. James R. Foster, of Waverly, Ohio, 
and H. M. Markley, of Eaton, Ohio, have 
consented to act as judges, and the third 
judge will be announced soon. Secretary 
Baughn writes: “The reputation of the judges 


named for honesty and integrity is certainly 
sufficient to guarantee to all our patrons that 
the best dogs will be placed, and that no fa- 
vorites will be ener. 
to an exceedingly | 


Everything points 


arge entry list, and if the 
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trials this fall are not a surpassing 
anything we have yet enjoyed in Ohio, I shall 
insist that the signs of the times do not con- 
stitute an index for that which lies behind 
the veil of the future.” 


success, 





Cincinnatus Patch 


An Alabama Court Decision 


The Supreme Court of Alabama has put the 
seal of approval upon the doctrine that dogs 
are property, and as such have a monetary 
value. Among the decisions handed down re- 
cently was one affirming the verdict of a jury 


in the circuit court, which allowed Mr. T. T. 
Ashford, of Birmingham, Ala., $250 for his 
pointer Balsora. 

On the 27ih day of October, 1897, Mr. Ash- 


ford censigned Balsora to the Southern Ex- 
press Company to be delivered to a gentleman 


in Hickory, Tenn. Ordinarily the run _be- 
tween Birmingham and Hickory is made in 
twenty-four hours, but owing to quarantine 
regulations then in force the dog did not 


reach her destination until fifty-four hours had 
elapsed. When taken from the crate it was 
found that she had developed uraemic poison- 
ing, of which she subsequently died. 

Mr. Ashford brought suit against the South- 
ern Express Company for $250, his estimate of 
the value of the animal. The substance of his 
complaint was that Balsora had not received 


proper attention in transit—that is to say, she 
had never been removed from the crate, and 
the uraemic poisoning was the direct result 


of this negligence. 


As stated, the jury gave him a verdict for 
the full amount asked, and this verdict has 
been affirmed by the court of last resort. The 


decision is of great interest to owners and fan- 
ciers of dogs. 


The Next Milwaukee Bench Show 


If f fanciers of the following breeds desire a 
winners’ class, or divided. by sex, they would 
be conferring a favor on the Milwaukee Ken- 
nel Club by letting us know to what extent 















they intend to support our September show. 
With a prize list much greater than any spring 
show, in proportion to entry fee, and the 
most popular judge in America, exhibitors 
cannot complain of our treatment. The fol- 
lowing breeds were very poorly represented 
last year: Smooth St. Bernards, bloodhounds, 
great Danes, mastiffs, Russian wolfhounds, 
greyhounds, foxhounds, Irish and Gordon set- 
ters, Irish water spaniels, field spaniels, cock- 
ers (other than black), corded, curly and toy 
poodles, Dalmatians, bulldogs, beagles, wire- 
hair fox terriers, Irish and Scotch terriers, 
black and tan terriers, toy terries and toy 
spaniels. All other important breeds will 
have two winners’ classes. Breeders and ex- 
hibitors need not complain if the Milwaukee 
show does not give their special breed enough 
classes, as we are willing to give classes where 
we have assurance of a liberal entry. Mr. 
James Mortimer will be invited to judge, and 
it will be a compliment to the judge and a 
credit to the club if our next show will be 
raised a point. 
JosepH MEISENHEIMER, 

Chairman Bench Show Committee. 


Here and There 

The spirited cuts elsewhere, representing 
Greta, by Rodfield, and Patch, by Cincinnatus’ 
Pride, two promising youngsters owned by 
Mr. W. L. Wright, of Breckton, Mass. The 
pictures were taken in March last, before ma 
turity of the puppies, but our readers will 
agree that they are remarkably promising 
when it is known they were whelped in June, 


last year. Their breeding is excellent, and 
they should give a good account of them 
selves. 

We hear that a number of the prominent 


handlers will go to the prairies of Manitoba 
this: season, among them Nat Nesbitt. S. C 
Bradley, Dave Rose and W. W. Titus. Mr. 
Avant will also be of the number. Frank 
Richards and Geo. Gray are at home not tar 
from where the others will be located. If all 
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patronize the trials in the Northwest there 
should be a record entry this season. Old- 
timers, who from year to year visit the north- 
ern grounds, know well the advantage the 
early training of young dogs gives them. It 
has always worked disastrously to those ac- 
customed to profit by the early training when 
they have failed to take advantage of it. 
* x 


After the preliminary hunts, last year, on 
wolves, to find out their numbers, location, 
etc., and the amount of sport it would afford, 
it was decided to appeal to those owning 
packs of foxhounds to be present this fall in a 
general round-up. Promises were made to 
have over one hundred houndrs present this 
season, the owners prosposing to run wolves 
in the morning, and attend the field trials in 
the afternoon. In this way visiting sportsmen 
can be delightfully entertained. We hope the 
S = eg 
program will be carried out. Visitor will find 
the season a charming one. And a visit to 
that section will repay one for any time and 
expense contributed for their enjoyment. 


* 


A visit to the Abbottsford Kennels, Rad- 
nor, Pa., found them in perfect condition, 
many improvements having been made since 
a former visit. Cincinnatus’ Pride was in per- 
fect condition—fit for a bench show. Four 
visitors to him were present and on the wait- 
ing list, and it is seldom he has less. Reports 
from different sections show great returns in 
full letters. 


A letter from the Lemington Kennels an- 
nounces the serious loss of their valuable bull- 
dog bitch, Housewife. Catarrh of the bowels 
was the cause given. Fanciers everywhere 
will recall the pleasure given them from time 
to time in looking over this splendid speci- 
men of the breed. "The owners were much 
attached to her, and they will find it most 
difficult to fill her place, indeed, it can’t be 
done. The loss is a very regretful one. You 
have our 


sympathy. 





Greta 


Rodfield 
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FOLLOWING the idea of giving, yearly, 
the greatest of live-bird shoots, the Interstate 
Association concluded to give a similar event 
Grand Am’n °" en or on was the 

Target cate fe. sabi , the weather proy- 

Handicap "8 desirable. ne 

was disappointing, and while 
slightly more than one hundred shooters par 
ticipated in the shooting during the week, 
there was only about an average of seventy- 
five in the principal events, eighty being the 
highest number shooting in any one of them. 

The attendance outside of the shooters was 
extremely light. Four sets of traps were used, 
placed in a long line in front of the building. 
They consisted of two sets of Mangautraps, 
one of the Sargeant System, and a line of five, 
giving a variety of shooting, all at unknown 
angles. 

Before the meeting much regret was heard 
that the old system of classifying shooters 
under the rules of the American Shooting As 
sociation had not been kept up, as it was felt 
that it would have simplified the situation very 
much in arranging a program. It was final- 
ly decided that a handicap of distances shou'd 
be made. and the outcome, judging from the 
many expressions of opinions on the ground, 
was very satisfactory. Paid representatives of 
the many firms with ammunition on the mar- 
ket were not allowed to compete, except in a 
few events, and why the representatives of the 
amateur division did not appear in force re 
mains a mystery, protected as they were. 
Many ventured the opinion that not enough 
publicity had been given, the president of one 
of New York's largest clubs saying that not 
a member of his club had received a program. 
The management had been most liberal in 
the arrangement of a program, and it is safe 
to say that another season will be very differ 
ent. 

The new order of distance handicapping will 
materially assist clubs in the future to solve 
the extreme difficulty in the past of “how to 
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Those who meet here are on neutral ground and speak a common language 


The attendance, 





“t a)] 





make a program” that will attract all 
of shooters. This much has been solved by 
the first target handicap meeting, and should 
be most satisfactory to the Interstate Associa- 
tion and its management. 

Mr. Elmer E. Shaner was in command, and 
the arrangements, therefore, complete for such 
an event. 


classes 
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MODERN small-bore guns and cheap am- 
munition make a combination that is respon- 
sible for as many deaths in the ranks of song 


Teach the birds as all the milliners in 
: {ge : Bice a cael 
Small Boy the country. rive a_ small 


Mederation boy one of these weapons, a 
e pocketiul of cartridges and a 


Saturday off, and you have turned loose a 
deadly combination. The reason it is so dead- 
ly to the feathered folks who inhabit our 
woods lies in the inborn desire of the boy to 
shoot at something “alive.” Why? Because 
the boy is a savage who has yet to learn the 
art of civilization, and he only follows his nat- 
ural instinct, which says, “Kill.” In a grown- 
up savage this is called “cruelty;” in the boy it 
is “wantonness.” The fact is it is no worse 
in one than in the other, for both are moved 
by the same taste for blood, and have not been 
made to realize that any life is a product of the 
Creator of the universe, and therefore has a 
right to exist until it may, through increase 
of numbers, cutlive its purpose and become 
a natural outlaw, just as the rabbit has in 
Australia. This is a sequence, and nature will 
find a way to balance this over-production 
even if she has to introduce an epidemic to 
do it, therefore we need worry little on this 
score. On the other hand, nature provides a 
world, fills it with lives that prey one on 
another, and so keeps the balance even for- 
ever. The scheme of nature is one oi creation 
and immediate destruction, and it seems at first 
glance to be a cruel destiny, yet when studied 
it appears right and just because it is an end- 
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less chain of events which go to produce a 
harmonious and beautiful whole, and, with no 
outside influence to interfere, it goes on even- 
ly and without a hitch or slip from the begin- 
ning of time to the end. The small boy, 
small gun, cheap ammunition, unchecked de- 
sire to kill combination amounts to an out- 
side influence, and serious one not only to 
the small underfoot races, but through them 
to humanity as well, because the birds and 
other small life destroy untold hordes of ver- 
min that are detrimental to the highest life in 
the world’s scale—humanity. All this sequence 
of reasoning brings out one bright and par- 
ticular point that every sportsman and lover 
of nature should remember. That is, moder- 
ation. Teach your boy that game is game, 
and therefore a legitimate prey, so long as it 
is killed in moderate numbers, because it then 
fulfils its destiny, furnishes sport and ends in 
becoming food. When one kills more than he 
can use he becomes a butcher, and when he 
kills that which has no use as food, he be- 
comes a savage who only gratifies a lust for 
blood. There are many birds which have no 
destiny to fulfil as food, therefore they should 
not be killed under any condition. No lover 
of nature would be guilty of killing a bird for 
its plumage, except, perhaps, a single speci- 
men to be mounted and preserved. No one 
should be guilty of killing a bird whose only 
attraction is its song. That is where the line 
should be drawn, and drawn hard and fast by 
teaching the growing generation what not to 
kill. Teach the boys the difference between a 
game bird that can be killed and afterward 
eaten and the song bird and bird of plumage, 
that no one, old or young, has any right to 
kill. Don’t deprive the boy of his gun, be- 
cause it takes him to nature and so broadens 
him, but educate him and begin early to show 
him the signs and marks that nature puts on 
her people that we may know 9%ur friend from 
our enemy, then we need not fear the sav- 
agery of the boy, for savagery always suc- 
cumbs to education, and “might” in this case 
truly becomes “right.” 


* * * 


We are pleased to learn that both houses 
of Congress have passed the bill of the Ap- 
palachian National Park, which bill is for the 
Progress of Purpose of appointing a com- 

Forest mittee to investigate the forest 
Preserves condition of the Appalachian 

mountains in Western North 
Carolina. The bill carries with it an 
appropriation, and becomes a law on 
July ist. The committee is to be ap- 
pointed by the President, and will be in- 
structed to make an investigation this sum- 
mer and report to Congress at the next ses- 
sion. The Appalachian National Park Asso- 
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ciation and all lovers of forest and wild woods 
are to be congratulated upon the passage of 
this bill, as it means the first step of the Gov- 
ernment toward the preservation of a tract of 
the virgin forests of the Southern Appalach 
ian mountains. The work ahead of the As- 
sociation for the promotion of this forest re- 
serve is a gigantic one, but one which has 
been thoroughly considered and weighed from 
all standpoints before the work was under- 
taken. The fight has now only really begun, 
but the success already achieved is encourag- 
ing, and stimulates those interested in their 
determination to see the matter through. May 
this good work go rapidly on and multiply 
until every state or every sectional part of our 
country has its own forest and game preserve. 

THE proper care of a gun is a matter of 
considerable importance, for the most trifling 
neglect will often mean the ruination of a 


-ostly arm. It is not necessary 
The Care ‘°°! , 
of a that the sportsman be a me- 
-hanic, nor a gunsmith, in or- 

Shotgun pager ie: ’, 
8 der that the gun will receive 
proper attention. The mechanism of most 


modern guns is very simple, and at the same 
time not liable to get out of order. It is the 
barrels, the bore of the gun, that must be 
taken care of, for if it once starts to pit or 
rust it is, figuratively speaking, ‘a gone gun.” 
To prevent this rusting, there is no better 
treatment than plain, everyday elbow grease, 
and the more of it used the better. Of course, 
aiter considerable shooting, the barrels of a 
gun will become leaded. To remove the ac- 
cumulated lead, it is only necessary to use any 
one of the numerous wire cleaners made for 
that purpose. This will give the shooter no 
trouble, however, and he only need watch for 
rust specks. The only safe way is to give the 
gun a thorough cleaning immediately after 
using it, never allowing it to stand over night. 
The simplest and as well the best way to clean 
a shotgun is to first swab it thoroughly with 
a series of rags soaked in benzine (ordinary 
kerosene is almost as good). After removing 
every vestige of dirt, and applying a liberal 
amount of elbow grease, the gun should be 
wiped and re-wiped with clean rags until it 
is thoroughly dry. And it is a good plan to 
keep on wiping for a time, after you are sure 
that there is no dampness or dirt in the bar- 
rels. Then, a rag, well-lubricated with pure 
sperm oil, or better yet the well-known gun 
oils sold for the purpose, should be used as a 
swab, giving the bore of the gun a light, even 
coating, to guard against dampness. It is a 
very simple operation, yet many shooters al- 
low their guns to rust rather than give them 
the proper care. And, mind you, a rust-spot 
is not a thing that can be rubbed off. It eats 
into the metal, and once there is there to stay. 
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A better proof of the genius of Mr. Ernest 
Seton-Thompson, and a clearer insight into 
his ingeniously told tale, ““The Biography of 
a Grizzly,” cannot be better given than by 
printing the first two chapters. There are 
few men who have shown such an intimate 
knowledge of the inner nature of wild ani- 
mals, and are able to give it such a human 
interest, as depicted in his fascinating story. 


CHAPTER I. 


He was born over a score of years ago, 
away up in the wildest part of the wild West, 
on the head of the Little Piney, above where 
the Palette Ranch is now. 

His mother was just an ordinary Silvertip, 
living the quiet life that all bears prefer, mind- 
ing her own business and doing her duty by 
her family, asking no favors of any one ex- 
cepting to let her alone. 

It was July before she took her remark- 
able family down the Little Piney to the Gray- 
bull, and showed them what strawberries 
were, and where to find them. 

Notwithstanding their mother’s deep con- 
viction, the cubs were not remarkably big or 
bright; yet they were a remarkable family, for 
there were four of them, and it is not often 
a grizzly mother can boast of more than two. 
_ The woolly-coated little creatures were hav- 
ing a fine time, and reveled in the lovely 
mountain summer and the abundance of good 
things. Their mother turned over each log 
and flat stone they came to, and the moment 
it was lifted they all rushed under it like a lot 
of little pigs to lick up the ants and grubs 
there hidden. 

It never once occurred to them that mam- 
my’s strength might fail sometime, and let 
the great rock drop just as they got under 
it; nor would any one have thought so that 
might have chanced to see that huge arm and 
that shoulder sliding about under the great 
yellow robe she wore. No, no; that arm could 
never fail. The little ones were quite right. 
So they hustled and tumbled one another at 
each fresh log in their haste to be first, and 
squealed little squeals, and growled little 
growls, as if each was a pig, a pup, and a kit- 
ten all rolled into one. 

They were well acquainted with the com- 
mon little brown ants that harbor under logs 
in the uplands, but now they came for the first 
time on one of the hills of the great, fat, lus- 











cious wood-ant, and they all crowded around 
to lick up those that ran out. But they soon 
found that they were licking up more cac- 
tus-prickles and sand than ants, till their 
mother said in grizzly, ““Let me show you 
how.” 

She knocked off the top of the hill, then 
laid her great paw flat on it for a few mo- 
ments, and as the angry ants swarmed on to tt 
she licked them up with one lick, and got a 
good, rich mouthful to crunch, without a 
grain of sand or a cactus-stinger in it. The 
cubs soon learned. Each put up both his little 
brown paws, so that there was a ring of paws 
all around the ant-hill, and there they sat, like 
children playing ‘hands,’ and each licked first 
the right and then the left paw, or one cuffed 
his brother’s ears for licking a paw that was 
not his own, till the ant-hill was cleared out, 
and they were ready for a change 

Ants are sour food, and made the bears 
thirsty, so the old one led down to the river. 
After they had drunk as much as they wanted, 
they walked down the bank to a pool, where 
the old one’s keen eye caught sight of a num- 
ber of Buffalo-fish basking on the bottom. 
The water was very low, mere pebbly rapids 
between these deep holes, so mammy said to 
the little ones:— 

“Now you all sit there on the bank and 
learn something new.” 

First she went to the lower end of the pool 
and stirred up a cloud of mud which hung in 
the still water, and sent a long tail floating 
like a curtain over the rapids just below. Then 
she went quietly round by land, and sprang 
into the upper end of the pool with all the 
noise she could. The fish had crowded to that 
end, but this sudden attack sent them off in a 
panic, and they dashed blindly into the mud- 
cloud. Out of fifty fish there is always a good 
chance of some being fools, and half a dozen 
of these dashed through the darkened water 


into the current, and before they knew 
it they were struggling over the shingly 
shallow. The old grizzly jerked them 


out to the bank, and the little ones rushed 
noisily on these funny, short snakes that could 
not get away. and gobbled and gorged till 
their little bellies looked like balloons. 

They had eaten so much now, and the sun 
was so hot, that all were quite sleepy. So the 
mother-bear led them to a quiet little nook, 
and as soon as she lay down, though they 
were puffing with heat, they all snuggled 
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around her and went to sleep, with their lit- 
tle black noses tucked into their wool as 
though it were a very cold day. 

After an hour or two they began to yawn 
and stretch themselves, except little Fuzz, the 
smallest; she poked out her sharp nose for a 
moment, then snuggled back between her 
mother’s great arms, for she was a gentle, 
petted little thing. The largest, the one after- 
ward known as Wahb, sprawled over on his 
back and began to worry a root that stuck up, 
grumbling to himself as he chewed it, or 
slapped it with his paw for not staying where 
he wanted it. Presently Mooney, the mischief, 
began tugging at Frizzle’s ears, and got his 
own well boxed. They clenched for a tussle; 
then, locked in a tight, little grizzly yellow 
ball, they sprawled over and over on the grass, 
and before they knew it, down a bank, and 
away out of sight toward the river. 

Almost immediately there was an outcry of 
yells for help from the little wrestlers. There 
could be no mistaking the real terror in their 
voices. Some dreadiul danger was threaten- 
ing. 
Up jumped the gentle mother, changed into 
a periect demon, and over the bank in time to 
see a huge range-bull make a deadly charge 
at what he doubtless took for a yellow dog. 
In a moment all would have been over with 
Frizzle, for he had missed his footing on the 
bank; but there was a thumping of heavy feet, 
a roar that startled even the great bull, and, 
like a huge bounding ball of yellow fur, 
Mother Grizzly was upon him. Him! the 
monarch of the herd, the master of all these 
plains, what had he to fear? He bellowed his 
deep war-cry, and charged to pin the old one 
to the bank; but as he bent to tear her with 
his shining horns, she dealt him a stunning 
blow, and before he could recover she was on 
his shoulders, raking the flesh from his ribs 
with sweep aiter sw ep of her terrific claws. 

The bull roared with rage, and plunged and 
reared, dragging Mother Grizzly with him; 
then, as he hurled heavily off the slope, she let 
go to save herself, and the bull rolled down 
into the river. 

This was a lucky thing for him, for the 
grizzly did not want to follow him there; so 
he waded out on the other side, and bellowing 
with fury and pain, slunk off to join the herd 
to which he belonged. 


CHAPTER II. 


Old Colonel Pickett, the cattle king, was 
out riding the range. The night before, he 
had seen the new moon descending over the 
white cone of Pickett’s Peak. 

“T saw the last moon over Frank’s Peak,” 
said he, “and the luck was against me tora 
month; now I reckon it’s my turn. 

Next morning his luck began. A letter 
came from Washington granting his request 
that a postoffice be established at his ranch, 
and contained the polite inquiry, “What name 
do you suggest for the new postoffice?” 

The Colonel took down his new rifle, a 

















45-90 repeater. ‘May as well,” he said; “this 
is my month”; and he rode up the Graybull 
to see how the cattle were doing. 

\s he passed under the Rimrock mountain 
he heard a far-away roaring as of bulls fight- 
ing, but thought nothing of it till he rounded 
the point and saw on the flat below a lot of 
cattle pawing the dust and bellowing as they 
always do when they smell the blood of one 
of their number. He soon saw that the great 
bull, “the boss of the bunch,” was covered 
with blood. His back and sides were torn as 
by a mountain lion, and his head was battered 
as by another bull. 

“Grizzly,” growled the Colonel, for he knew 
the mountains. He quickly noted the general 
direction of the bull’s back trail, then rode 
toward a high bank that offered a view. This 
was across the gravelly ford of the Graybull, 
near the mouth of the Piney. His _ horse 
splashed through the cold water and began 
jerkily to climb the other bank. 

As soon as the rider’s head rose above the 
bank his hand grabbed the rifle, for there in 
full sight were five grizzly bears, an old one 
and four cubs. 

“Run for the woods,” growled the mother 
grizzly, for she knew that men carried guns. 
Not that she feared for herself; but the idea 
of such things among her darlings was too 
horrible to think of. She set off to guide them 
to the timber-tangle on the Lower Piney. But 
an awiul, murderous fusillade began. 

3ang! and Mother Grizzly felt a deadly 
pang. 

Bang! and poor little Fuzz rolled over with 
a scream of pain and lay still. 

With a roar of hate and fury Mother Griz- 
zly turned to attack the enemy. 

Bang! and she fell paralyzed and dying with 
a high shoulder shot. And the three little 
cubs, not knowing what to do, ran back to 
their mother. 

Bang! bang! and Mooney and Frizzle sank 
in dying agonies beside her, and Wahb, terri- 
fied and stupefied, ran in a circle about them. 
Then, hardly knowing why, he turned and 
dashed into the timber-tangle, and disap- 
peared as a last bang left him with a stinging 
pain and a useless, broken hind paw. 

That is why the postoffice was called Four- 
Bears. The Colonel seemed pleased with what 
he had done; indeed, he told of it himself. 

But away up in the woods of Anderson’s 
Peak that night a little, lame grizzly might 
have been seen wandering, limping along, 
leaving a bloody spot each time he tried to 
set down his hind paw; whining and whimp- 
ering, “Mother! Mother! Oh, Mother, where 
are you?” for he was cold and hungry, and 
had such a pain in his foot. But there was no 
mother to come to him, and he dared not go 
back where he had left her, so he wandered 
aimlessly about among the pines. 

Then he smelled some strange animal smell 
and heard heavy footsteps: and not knowing 
what else to do, he climbed a tree. Presently 
a band of great, long-necked, slim-legged ani- 
mals, taller than his mother, came by under 
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the tree. He had seen such once before, and 
had not been afraid of them then, because he 
had been with his mother. But now he kept 
very quiet in the tree, and the big creatures 
stopped picking the grass when “they were 
near him, and blowing their noses, ran out of 
sight. ; 

‘He st iyed in the tree till near morning, and 
then he was so stiff with cold that he could 
scarcely get down. But the warm sun came 
up, and he felt better as he sought about for 
berries and ants, for he was very hungry. Then 
he went back to the Piney and put his wound- 
ed foot in the ice cold water. 

He wanted to get back to the mountains 

gain, but still he felt he must go to where he 
hi ad left his mother and brothers. When the 
aiternoon grew warm, he went limping down 
the stream through the timber, and down on 
the banks of the Graybull till he came to the 
place where yesterday they had had the fish- 
feast; and he eagerly crunched the heads and 
remains that he found. But there was an odd 
and horrid smell on the wind. It frightened 
him, and as he went down to where he last 
had seen his mother the smell grew worse. 
He peeped out cautiously at the place, and 
saw there a lot of Coyotes, tearing at some- 
thing. What it was he did not know; but he 
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saw no mother, and the smell that sickened 
and terrified him was worse than ever, so he 
quietly turned back toward the timber-tangle 
of the Lower Piney, and nevermore came 
back to look for his lost family. He wanted 
his mother as much as ever, but something 
told him it was no use. 

As cold night came down, he missed her 
more and more again, and he whimpered as he 
limped along, a miserable, lonely, littl 
motherless bear—not lost in the mountains, 
for he had no home to seek, but so sick and 
lonely, and with such a pain in his foot, and 
in his stomach a craving for the drink that 
would nevermore be his. That night he found 
a hollow log, and crawling in, he tried to 
dream that his mother’s great, furry arms 
were around him, and he snuffled himself to 
sleep. * Ok 


From here through the sorrows of Wahb’s 
orphaned cubhood and his no less troublous 
bearhood to the end of an eventful existence. 
the pang tres is held as intensely, and the de 
sire to know “how it ends” is as strong as if 
rez ao a the life of a human being. Published 
by the Century Co., New York. Price, $1.50, 
cloth. Orders may also be sent to the office 
cf FIELD AND STREAM. 


Copyright, 1900, by The Century Co. 





From “ 


The Biography of a Grizzly.” 











Driscole’s return from moun- 
where he went for study more 
there is a marked advance in 


Since artist 
tain streams, 
than for sport, 


the excellence of his trout paintings, espe- 
cially in the water effects. To make the water 
wet, to give it the translucence and life and 


coolness of the brooklet; to handle the shore 
environments consistently in respect to di- 
mensions, aerial and linear perspective with 
ihe size of the fish as the standard or scale; to 
get the local coloring and its influence on 
water and trout, determining the chrar-os- 
curo and prismatic effects, are all difficulties 
which Mr. Driscole has overcome with a mas- 


tery seldom, if ever, equaled. When nearly 
all experts and connoisseurs pronounce Mr. 
Driscole’s fish paintings the very best that 
have been produced anywhere at any time, 
why, in the vernacular of Artemas Ward, “nuf 
ced.” The striped bass illustration in this 


number of FIELD AND STREAM is a reproduc-e 
tion of his canvas. 


The “fisher folks,” and especially those who 
read the article in this number by a biblio- 
phile on the various editions of this wonder- 
ful work, will be much interested in the tiny 
volume of Izaak Walton’s famous “Angler,” 
which has lately been published. “The Com- 


pleat Angler” has never appeared in such a 
neat and novel form as in this, as it is called, 
“Thumb” edition. The pages of this little 


book measure just two and one-eighth inches 
by one and three-quarters inches, while the 
five hundred and eighty-eight pages compris- 
ing the volume make together a_ thickness 
scarcely more than a quarter of an inch. A 
copy of this tiny and yet complete edition of 
a book which every angler should have, will 
be mailed to any address by the publishers of 
FIELD AND STREAM, on receipt of fifty cents. 


Anglers who love good, hand-made rods 
can get them made to suit by addressing Wm. 
A. Mitchell, No. 1 Desbrosses street, New 
York, an expert rod maker for experts. Mr. 
Mitchell does not make rods for the trade. 
Famous fishermen are among his patrons. He 
is especially equipped for perfect rod-making, 


and has been established since 1837. Send 
him your’ order. 
Mr. W. Fisher, of Easton, Pa., is one of 


the best- hate n anglers and all around sports- 
men in that section, and one of the kind of 
men one likes to meet. He has gotten out 
a little pamphlet entitled, ‘Practical Pointers 
for Anglers” (price ten cents, by mail), in 
which he speaks favorably of steel rods as fol- 
lows: “My personal experience with wooden 
rods has been a costly one, and I would by all 
means recommend a steel rod, as they will 
stand the natural hard use a rod has to under- 
go better than any wooden rod on the market. 
The great populz irity of these steel rods at the 
present time arises from the fact of its being 
improved from time to time until it reached 
the top notch. With a steel rod you won't 
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have to call on your brother angler to give 
you a pull on that joint to separate it, or be 


obliged to carry it home and worry for an 
hour with this excuse of a rod. Steel rods 
do not swell or get loose ferrules. They al- 


ways have their proper shape, and with a little 
care at the close of the season a steel rod will 
last a lifetime. These rods are warranted by 
their makers, and broken parts, if defective, 
will be replaced by them without charge to 
the owner. The No. 17 Favorite is the proper 
rod for trolling. The trolling tip or stub is 
also an excellent article, and can be carried 
in the handle.”” The Horton M’fg. Co., who 
make these rods, will be pleased to send you 
one of their handsome catalogues. Address 
them at Bristol, Conn. 


The popular writer for sporting journals, 
whose nom de plume is “Kootenai,” writes 
Mr. C. H. Broughton, manager of the P. 
S. Ball Bearing Bait Co., as follows, from 
Kalispell, Montana:— 

“The two sets of your Ball Bearing Baits 
came yesterday in good condition. Let me 
say honestly they surpass anything I ever saw. 
I have fished from the Atlantic to the Pacific, 
used almost everything in the form of a bait, 
but never saw any so finely made. | am proud 
of my outfit, and the prices are in reach of 
the poorest man who wants to fish and catch 
fish. I want to thank you for your ad., as by 
it I am now a possessor of an assortment of 
your famous baits.” 

In the words of Mr. Broughton:- 

“The above only speaks the universal opin- 
ion of anglers throughout the United States 
and Canada. What else can they say of them, 
possessing, as they do, untold merits over 
every other kind known? The whole fishing 
world was waiting, seemingly, for the P. and 


Ball Bearing Troll and Casting Baits, and 
athe the evidence found in the daily mail 
they are getting them.” Send for their new, 
illustrated catalogue, enclosing a two-cent 
stamp for postage. Address the P. and S. 
Ball Bearing Bait Co., Whitehall, N. Y., U. 
a ae 


Our western readers will be pleased to no- 
tice the advertisement of the T. M. Roberts 
Supply House, of Minneapolis. This is the 
largest mail-order house west of Chicago, and 
rivals even the great Chicago establishments. 
A very large assortment of sporting goods is 
carried, and the prices are extremely low con- 
sistent with quality, in fact, everything is sold 
at the lowest wholesale prices. We hope our 
friends will give this concern a welcome as a 


FIELD AND STREAM advertiser. 

Three great victories won with L. & R. 
Shotgun Smokeless, by Mr. J. S. Fanning, 
are here announced by the L. & R. Powder 


Company: New York State Shoot, Utica, N. 
’.. June 5-8, 1900.—Mr. Fanning was high 
gun with an average of 98 per cent; also 
broke the world’s record with a run of 231 
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straight, in the open competition for money 


Pennsylvania State Shoot, Chambersburg, 
Pa., May 15-18, 1900.—Mr. Fanning was high 
gun with an average of 95 per cent. Chz ~~ 
pionship of the state was won by Mr. H. 
Smith, of Osterburg, Pa. West Vi irginia 
State Shoot, Charleston, W. Va., June 19-21, 
1900.—Mr. Fanning was high gun with an 
average of 96 per cent, making a run of 122 
straight. Championship of the state was won 
by Mr. Harvey Ailen, of Sistersville, W. Va. 
Follow in Mr. Fanning’s footsteps and shoot 
Laflin & Rand Smokeless, and divide honors 
with him. His record is sufficient evidence of 
the uniformity of Laflin & Rand Smokeless. 
Shoot it and improve your score. 





This picture illustrates Mr. England, of the 
American Compressed Food Co., and _ his 
companion preparing a meal of Emergency 
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catalogue for the 1900 season, one hundred 
and twenty pages, revised and complete to 
date, with over three hundred _ illustrations, 
and a cover in six colors by Frederic Reming- 
ton. The design, illustrating a typical cow- 
puncher mounted on his faithful horse, and 
armed with his trusty Marlin, shows Mr. 
Remington at his best, and will be appreciat- 
ed by all those who are acquainted with life 
on the western plains. The Marlin Fire Arms 
Co., New Haven, Conn., will mail a copy to 
any reader of FIELD AND STREAM who will 
send three stamps to pay postage It is well 
worth sending for, being a veritable encyclo- 
paedia of information for anyone who uses a 
rifle or shotgun. 


As the saying goes now: “There is more 
sport to the square mile along the line of the 








Preparing a Meal of ‘“‘ Emergency Rations.’ 


Rations. By referring to the second page of 
cover you will find the matter fully explained. 
Every sportsman, particularly, but in fact, 
every one who contemplates camping or 
cruising should provide himself with a supply 
of this compressed food, both for regular use 
and against emergency. To have a supply is 
an insurance against hunger. Accidents will 
happen. So go prepared. For fifteen cents 
you can have a sample. Be sure you send for 
the sample. And if you tell them FIELD AND 
STREAM told you this was a good thing, and 
strongly advised you to try it, you will please 
Mr. England, please us and secure prompt 
service yourself. The writer has been in the 
factory and can guarantee that everything 
about it is neat, clean. wholesome and airy. 
Be sure you send for the sample. 





We have the pleasure of receiving a Marlin 





Canadian Pacific Railway than in any other 
part of the North. American continent.” Any of 
our readers interested in knowing more of 
this favored region will be well repaid for the 
trouble of sending to the General Passenger 
Department, C. P. Ry., Montreal, for a copy 
of their game map and pamphlets issued for 
the benefit of sportsmen. 


Our camera-loving readers will profit by 
noting the advertisement of John Carbutt, in 
this issue. The new “Vinco” developing pa- 
per he makes is superior to anything hereto- 
fore known. Take advantage of his sample 
offer to send one dozen pieces, 4x5 or ao 
size, with package of M. H. powder, and 
print on “Vinco,” by mail postpaid ier 
twenty-five cents. Address John Carbutt, 
Wayne Junction, Philadelphia, Pa. 








Painted by Prof. Edmund H. Osthaus 
No. 4. CLOSE WORK 


(See particulars on next page how to get a large copy of this painting free) 
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RICH AND RARE PICTURES 
FREE TO SPORTS/IIEN 








FIELD AND STREAM, 


AMERICA’S FAVORITE ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY MAGAZINE OF 
THE ROD, GUN AND KENNEL wishes to signalize the closing year of the 
century by building its circulation to proportions not before attained in 
this class of periodical. One of the means employed is to offer to lovers 
of pictures a free choice of the subjects described below, each onc of pe- 
culiar interest to Sportsmen and of high artistic merit. The artists’ names 
will be recognized as leaders in this class of art, and as their works of 
genius are sure to live after them, these pictures will be prized according- 
ly. Size of pictures is 19 x 26; the effect is equal to the finest steel en- 
graving and when properiy framed they are a desirable ornament for any 
home, with a value not measurable in dollars and cents. 


Subjects 
In ordering designate the number. 
No. 1. BLACK BASS, ‘‘Caught on the Fly’, by H. A. DRISCOLE. 
No. 2. BROOK TROUT, “The Rise’, by H. A. DRISCOLE. 


No. 3. INDIAN BIG GAME HUNT, a really wonderful and suggestive 
reminder of the old days, most appropriately entitled: ‘‘Before the 
White Man Came’’; by the cowboy artist genius, C. M. RUSSELL. 

No. 4. SETTER MAKING STAND ON DEAD BIRD, by PROF. 
EDMUND H. OSTHAUS. 

No. 5. ON A DUCK PASS, ‘‘Out of Shells’, by OLIVER KEMP. 


How to get these pictures 
EACH DOLLAR SENT DIRECT TO THE FIELD AND STREAM pub- 
lication office entitles the sender to a year’s renewal or subscription and 
one choice of above pictures free, postpaid. Each additional dollar sent in 
advance to apply on subscription account, secures another picture. 


A suggestion 

Many will wish to present subscriptions to their friends, or perhaps 
some youthful acquaintance, guide or hunting companion, or some hospital, 
library, Y. M. C. A., or other benevolent institution, appreciating the 
pleasure and wholesome influence the magazine will afford. In such cases 
a picture goes to each recipient and also one extra picture to the donor for 
every two subscriptions. A presentation card bearing the compliments of 
the donor will in each case be sent to the recipient who will be happily re- 
minded of the donor then and each month thereafter for a year. 


A premium offer 


One choice of these pictures is also offered as a premium for every 
two new subscribers sent direct to this office at full price. Every reader 
of FIELD AND STREAM has friends and acquaintances who would be glad 
to avail themselves of this opportunity to get a year’s subscription and one 
of these pictures for one dollar. Very little effort will secure a club of ten 
new subscribers entitling the one who forms the club to the entire set of 
five pictures. 





Address all communications and make remittances payable to 
JOHN P. BURKHARD PUBLISHING Co., NEW YORK. 
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KENNEL 


Advertisements “of ‘this kind ‘three cents a word. 
Send money with order. 





Wanted, Etc. 


Everybody to know that if they have anything to 
sell, buy or exchange in the dog line, Field and 
Stream is the medium that will give the most sat- 
isfactory results. Try it! 


Dog owners to send for booklet on Dog Diseases. 
Much other information, valuable, sent FREE. > 
F. Haberlein, McPherson, Kansas. 


DO YOU want a cut of your dog, or fancy letter- 


head? Write C. W. Buttles, Columbus, O 
Training, Boarding, Etc. 
HUNTING Dogs trained and boarded. Satisfac- 


tion guaranteed. Winthrop Kennels, Winthrop, Minn. 
SETTERS and pointers trained. Walter L. Steele, 
Rockingham, N. C. 


DOGS treated, trained and boarded; 
aranteed. For terms, address Geo. E. 
mperial Kennels, Bellport, a ee 


satisfaction 
Corwin, Jr., 


Setters for Sale 
TWO ENGLISH SETTERS, broken; 
broken; beauties, well bred; ponerse and photo; will 
sell cheap. F. X. Boeding, Lake Benton, Minn. 


YOUNG Chevaliers.—The first litter of Chevalier 
puppies ever offered for sale. If you want a Derby 
from a dog that can’t help but prove the leading sire 
of America, write us. Dam, Violette Reine. Buck- 
eye Kennels, 1070 Madison avenue, Columbus, Ohio. 


OFFER to reduce stock, beauties, 
26, 1900, Nichol’s Sir Rod (Roderigo—Fannette)— 
Fancheon (Dash M—Miss Foreman), orange and 
white, tan, chestnut and white; dogs, $10; bitches, $8. 
E. D. Stocker, Cooperstown, N. Y. 

MARIE’S SPORT puppies, whelped Apri! 10th, out 
of Stella Hope; she full sister to Champion Rodfield; 
price reasonable, breeding considered. L. J. Stirn, 
Milwaukee, Wis. 

NICELY marked, royally bred English setter pup- 
pies, whelped April 8, 1900. J. Carkeek, Waupaca, 
Wis. 

ENGLISH SETTERS of best strains, broken dogs 
and puppies for sale. Uuiky Kennels, Wayne, Pa. 


also one Yard 


whelped March 








Pointers for Sale 


TWELVE ENGLISH POINTERS one year old. 
Three English pointers two years old, all thoroughly 
broken for field work. Ten English pointer puppies, 
whelped in May, 1900 Write for prices. John E. 
Mills, Proprietor Hancock Kennels, Hancock, Minn. 

EIGHT PUPPIES, liver and white, whelped May 
22, 1900. Sire, Champion Lad of Kent, conceded to 
be the best pointer in America; dam Lassie. All reg- 
istered. $50 each, Address Charles Livingston, New 
Salem, Albany Co., N. Y. Reference, Dr. Allen 
Fitch, 38 West 56th street, New York city. 


TWO YOUNG POINTER DOGS sired by Cham- 
pion Rip Rap (14314) out of Croxie Kent (24283). Very 
handsome and partly broken, both registered and right 
in every way. Address Oak Grove Kennels, Moodus, 
Conn. 

TWENTY-FIVE pointers, the very best breeding, 
all good ones, puppies, trained dogs. Some of the 
very best Derby prospects for this fall. Write for 
list. Dr. Pautler, Evansville, lll. 


A NUMBER of high-class brood bitches, broken 
and unbroken, in whelp to good dogs; send for list. 
Bar Harbor Kennels, Bar Harbor, Maine. 


DERBY WINN i Alberta Joe—Susie 
Rush, whelped April 11, 1900, beautifully marked, 
liver, white and ticked, upstanding, of good form and 
condition, four dogs and six bitches; for pedigree, 
price and photo, address H. A. Subilia, Tracy, Minn. 












Pointers for Sale—(continued) 


YOUNG JINGO and Alberta Joe puppies, 
months old, too good to be kept out of trials; 


nine 
$50 will 
buy a winner; don’t wait until entries are closed; lit- 


ter just whelped. 


Bang III.—Hazel (Rip Rap— 
Pearl’s Dot), 


price $25; Pearl’s Dot II. puppies, by 


Young Jingo. three months old. George E. Gray, 
Appleton, Minn. 
JINGO’S RIP, aud ten royally bred puppies, from 


broken dams, and sire full of go. 
Kennels, Galva, Ill. 


Half-price. Royal 


Spaniels for Sale 
IRISH WATER SPANIELS, prize winners, 
duck retrievers. T. A. Carson, Kingston, Can. 


Bn argon —At Handsome Brook Kennels, Franklin, 
. Y.; grand assortment of young stock, in solid and 
au colors, bitches in whelp, etc. 


IRISH WATER SPANIELS.—I have for sale a 
few good specimens of Irish water spaniel puppies, 
four months old; descendants from my old original 


great 


stock. John D. Olcott, 33 The Norman, Grand 
avenue and Seventh street, Milwaukee, Wis. 
Miscellaneous for Sale 
REALIZING that for over sixty years I have 
owned, bred and shot over bird dogs, and claiming 


that I know what constitutes a field dog, I offer a 
few choice setter and pointer puppies, guaranteeing 
them to make high-class fielders in every essential, 
and in case of a failure in any instance, I stand 
pledged to duplicate the puppy free of charge. “Old 
Dominion,”’ White Post, Clark Co., Va. 


AIREDALE TERRIERS—Airedale 
zet, Va. 


COLLIES—One trained dog, some fine, 
pies and a good brood bitch in wh 
Willimantic, Conn. 


FOR SALE—A fine litter of thoroughbred Irish set- 


Kennels, Cro- 


sung pup- 
elp. Gen. Tracy, 


ter puppies, three months old. Peter Volz, Lock Box 
53, Bellevue, Ohio. 
DOGS, coons, squirrels, groundhogs, rabbits. 


Greendale Kennel, Kensington, Ohio. 


ENGLISH BLOODHOUNDS, Rookwood Ken- 
nels, Lexington, Ky. 

FOXHOUNDS, coon and rabbit hounds; our par- 
tridge dogs stay at tree. F. H. Hayes, Dexter, Me. 

THOROUGHBRED DACHSHUNDES. Black 
Crook Kennels, La Grange, III. 

BORZOIS.—Miss Arnold (a founder of the Ladies 
Kennel Association, committee Borzoi Club) has for 
sale two very good young bitches, born August, 1899, 
of the best blood. Price £26 5s the pair. Rowbarns 


Grange, Horsley, Leatherhead, England. 
RUSSIAN WOLF HOUND DOGS AND PUPS 
for sale cheap. Address Dr. DePuy, Jamestown, 


North Dakota. 


HIGH-CLASS fox terriers, all 


Hayward 
Walker, La Grange, IIl. 


ages. 


CHESAPEAKE puppies, 3 months old, from regis- 
tered stock, Bitch, $10; dog $15. J. Artz, Winona, 
Minn. 


CHESAPEAKE retrievers for sale. 
Morris, Easton, } 


CHESAPEAKE BAY Dogs, from ten to ei 
months old, natural retrievers. Irish Water 
Dog. broke; Llewellyn Setters. Edward Ed 
353 Duke Street, St. Paul, Minn. 


CHESAPEAKE BAY dogs; working and prize 
winning stock, otter breed. The Otter Kennels, Thos. 
. Chappelear, Benedict on the Patuxent River, 
Charles County, Md. 


FORDHAM KENNELS, Des Moines, Ia., offer 
Great Danes of best pedigreed blood in America; 
up. 


Address J. G. 
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BULL TERRIERS 
FROM MY KENNELS HAVE WON 
ONE THOUSAND PRIZES. 

FOR SALE, Thirty Bull Terriers, best breeding _ 
sible, sure winners. Prices Right. All bre®ds of dogs 
bought, sold and exchanged. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Write me. FRANK F. DOLE, New Haven, Conn, 

All Breeds of Dogs Conditioned for Shows. 
Personal Attention Given. 





Plain Sam 5. $35. 


The most successful sire before the public, and 
a high-class bench and field trial winner. Sire of 
champions in the field and on the bench, and his 
get Have been placed 22 times at field trials. 
Pedigree and picture on application. 

JNO. R. DANIELS, 44 Euclid Ave., Cleveland, Ohio. 











BOSTONIAN KENNELS 


Breeders of High-Class 


Boston Terriers 


First-class stock, Stud Dogs, Brood Bitches 
and Puppies for sale. Stud Dogs for public 
service. Particulars on application. 


Ww. C. TITCOMB, 41 River Street, Chicago, III. 





Rough Coat St. Bernards at Stud. 
CHAMPION AUTOCRAT | 
By Aristocrat Jr.—Melro-Sylvia 
LE BARON 
By Ch. Le Prince—Ch. Sylvena 
DUKE OF GILES ; 
By Ch. Duke Wadsworth—Auto-Sylvia 
JOS. MEISENHEIMER 
Choice Young Stock MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


THE DACHSHUND OF THE DAY... 


Defeated all comers at Baltimore, St. Paul, Kansas 
City, Cedar Rapids and Pet Dog Show, 1898. New York, 
Pittsburg, Baltimore, Danbury and Providence, 1899. 
At New York, 1898, won Free-for-All. 


CH. YOUNG PHAENOMEN. FEE, $20 
Brood Bitches and Young Stock for Sale. 
OR. MOTSCHENBACHER, 629 tith Ave., N. Y. 


AT STUD ~~» 


The Superb Bull Terrier 
Faultless 


FOR PARTICULARS, ADDRESS 


GEORGE S. THOPIAS, Hamilton, Mass. 


es Gem City UERARD, 
) Kennels... S  Bayron. 


Breeders and Exhibitors of Fine 


Toy Black and Tan Terriers. 


The strongest Kennel of Miniature Man- 
chesters in America. Won all specials and 
every lst offered\in this breed at A. P. D. Club 
Show, 1899, New York. 

Fine stud dogs and young stock for sale. 

















Litt_e WonpER, 
4. E. C. 52886, 








AT STUD. FEE $35. 


The Phenomena! Jield Trial 
and Bench Show Winner 


LAD OF RUSH (22,883), 


Sire of well-known Field and Bench Winners and high- 
class shooting dogs. Pre-paid bitches returned free. 
Highly-bred Pointer and Setter puppies for sale at rea- 
sonable prices. L. W. BLANKENBAKER, Proprietor. 


WEST END KENNELS, Cecilia, Ky. 





MARIE’S SPORT.... 


Alas acombined Field Trial and Bench Show 
Winner, and asa sire of Bench Show and Field 
Trial Winners, the latter including Sport’s 
Gath and Sport’s Destiny. 


No Better Bred Dog (Offered for Stud Service 

Whelped May 29, 1894. Now in his prime. 
Stud Fee, $40, payable at time of service. 
Bitches not proving in whelp entitled to return 
service. Ship to DeLassus, Mo. For list of 
Field Trial and Bench ‘Winnings, and further 
particulars, address 


eeeeH. B. LEDBETTER, Farmington, Mo. 








POINTERS 


Ch. Duke of Dexter at Stud 
(FEE $10) 


Send for Cut, Winnings, etc. Field 
trial bred puppies, suitable age for Derby 
entries and the making of fine hunting 
Address 





dogs, for sale. 


DR. C. A. ELLIS, Sherman, N. Y. 














e . (46,292) 
~~ Champion Irish Setter Fred Elcho’*~+ 
(Ch. Duke Elcho—Red Rose). 

IN STUD, 
Winner of Thirty Prizes. 


FEE $15. 


Color, Form and Breeding Unsurpassed. 
Address, J. S. LACOCK, Allegheny, Pa. 
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(No. 52964.) 
The Grandest Litter of 


IRISH SETTER PUPPIES 


in the Country. 


These puppies are six weeks old, by Cham- 
pion Fred. Elcho—Red Bess II.—all strong 
and healthy ones, five dogs, three bitches. 
Red Bess IT. won first, winner’s, atthe New 
York show in February, the highest 
honors possible. She is acknowledged to 
be the finest Irish Setter living. Both sire 
and dam of these puppies are the grandest 
dogs of the breed living, winners in the 
field, as well as on the bench. If you want 
champions, write—they are not cheap dogs. 


CHAS. H. SNODGRASS, Youngstown, Ohio. @ 
7 














TRAINED AND UNTRAINED 


: Sporting and Pet Dogs 


FANCY PIGEONS, 
BELGIAN HARES. 


Send six cents for catalogue to 


; ; LANDIS, Box 20, Bowers Station, Pa. 


POCHOO+ SESS SHO 44404 











L. A. KLEIN 


Conditioning and Bench Show Handling, 
Boarding and House Breaking, Largest and 
Best Equipped Public Kennel. George 
Raper’s and many other dogs at ‘ zt 


GUTTENBERG RACE TRACK, N 


BEN F. LEWIS 
Boarding Kennels 


Dogs Boarded, 
Address at 





Professional Bench Show Handler. 
put in Condition, and Handled at Shows, 


LANSDOWNE, PA. 


FINNIGAN Sct 


ng 
Dog Breaker 

Black Diamond Kennels, 

Smithville Flats, N.Y. 



















Will break your dog on Partridge, Wood- 
cock and Quail, or no pay; 
cess ; references from Atlantic to Pacific; 
send your dog here and get one that 
works to the gun. 


28 years a suc- 








BOOK ON DOGS 


In health and disease, management, feeding, etc. 
Valuable, instructive, interesting. Mailed free 
on application. DR. S. K. JOHNSON, 117 
West Twenty-fittn St., New York. 





PicTuRES of dogs in “Field and Stream” 
are taken by Maj. J. M. Taylor by Camera 
and Supplies from house of 


DICKINSON & CO. 


Photo Supplies 


83 Nassau Street New York 





OD OD OD O]D OOD 09D ODSBIDO 


Woodbine Kennels : 


IMPORTERS and BREEDERS of 
Cocker Spaniels and 
English Setters 


Bench Show and Field Winners, including 
the Famous CINCINNATUS TRIXIE. 


Address, F. Jacobi, Newaygo, Mich. 


ISOHODOOC 46H 46609846568 


OD 00D 0R 


© 


OD OD 00D OD 








—AT STUD — 
Mere Sepoy. 
Mamaset Royal. 


(Cut shows Mere Sepoy A.K.C.S.B., 39459.) 
Stud Cards, etc., on application to 


American Bred 
Dogs only. 





Smooth Fox Terriers 


Trianon Pirate. 


TRIANON KENNELS, 
B. S. HORNE, Pittsburg, Pa. 
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Smooth Fox Terriers at Stud 





= a. 
Hunton Bridegroom Hunton Prince 
Hunton Bridesmaid 4 punton Beauty 


Daddy 


(Hunton Tartar . 
Fee, Beacon Fortress . 


Belmont Ranger 
{ Belmont Cherry 
7 Hunton Baron 

sees Brisk .. { Hunton Winkle 
Just imported from Mr. Redmond’s Kennels, where he has proven 
himself a rare stud and show dog by siring some of the best terriers in 
England and winning at many of the principal shows. 


( Venlo. . 


‘ 


Vesuvian 
( { Vemlila 
| Rational 
Vesuvienne 
Vibo 2. 2. + «© © 0 bas het 
| ‘eens { Ducky Hetty 
Fee, $15 rf R Dominie 
uby. . etre 
Winner both in England and America, Already sire of Eton Blue, 
Oxford Blue and Biue Ruin. 
Address #1! communications to 


FE. H. INGWERSEN, 4144 Prairie Avenue, Chicago, Ill. 
Send Bitches to ROBERT HOODLESS, 9802 Winston Avenue, 
Washiugton Heights, Chicago, Il. : VIBO 


r AT STUD. 
English Setter, Champion 


Lady's Count Gladstone 


(Ch. Count Gladstone [V—Dan’s Lady). 


The Only Field Trial Champion Before 
the Public. 


; \ Vacaresco { 


Eggesford Dora 








BRED AND OWNED BY 


G. G. WILLIAMSON, Muncie, Ind. 








MONTEBELLO KENNELS 


Offer the following typical Great 
Danes, Deutsche Doggen, at STUD. 
Champion Sandor vom Inn 
Montebello Harold, A. K. Cc. 


Tell, 
= Hoedur, ” 
- ~— aa 
Osceola oe, & 
Champion erties, . K. C. 
‘*,erma an) 


Montebello Cesar, A. K. C. 

The two last named are Harlequins, and will 
only be bred to bitches to produce type and color. 
Members of the Great Dane Club of America are 
allowed a reduction of 20 per cent. on all Stud 
fees, Address 


E. A. RUTHMAN, Supt. Pnitapee bea, pa. 











Lemington Kennels 


STOCK DOGS: 

KATERFELTO | Fee $30.00:.—Just imported. Winner of over 
2u0 First Prizes in England, and first in every class shown in 
Am ‘rica. Also the sire of many winners. 

CHAMPION ORIENT DOV (Fee £25.00).— No. 46,910 A. K. C. 
S. i.  Winnerof many First Prizes in England a4 y ‘Amer- 
ica. Winning the Grand Trenhy in 1898, and Ball Dog Club 
Trophy for best Stud Dog with two of his get (quality of his 
getalone Lo be considered ) in 1899. 

STEVE BRODIE (Fee £20.00 .—N0. 52.412 A.K.C.8.8. Win- 
ner of many First l’rizes and Specials for best American- 
bred Dog in 1899, and wherever shown iu 1900. Also a good 
strong Sind Dog. 

WRANGLER | Fee £20.00).—Just imported. Winner of many 
First Prizes in England, and a good Dog to Breed to Bitches 
with pinched faces, as he has a grand head with plenty of 
wrinkles and loose skin 

15 per cent. off to Members of the Bull Dog Club, 


LEMINGTON KENNELS, 
Lemington Avenue, East End, PITTSBURG, PA. 
CH. KATERFELT 











The Field Trial Winner 
DOMINO 


Ch. Antonio — Ruby’s Girl 


Stud Fee, $20 


PREPAID BITCHES RETURNED FREE 
Address 


ARTHUR STERN 
55 W. 50th Street, New York City 





THE FIELD TRIAL WINNER 


TONY Bow 
Ch. Antonio—Laundress. 


8d, Derby, Manitoba Club's Trials, Morr is, °94. 
2d, Eastern Club’s Trials, Newton, N. C., °94. 
2d, ‘“ U.S. Club's Trials, West Point, Miss. 
ist, “Southern Club's Trials, New Alb any,} 
Div. 3d, All- age Stake Continental Trials, Morri " 
anitoba 
“ “ Ch. Stake, Northwestern “ - 
“ “ All-age Stake, Eastern Club’s Trials, ra. 


3d, Sub. Stake, Den Club’s Trials, Newton, N.C., °95. 
1st, All-age Stake, U.S. Trials, West Point, Miss., 96. 
1st, Sub. Stake, Eastern Club’s Trials, Newton, mn c., "96. 
2d, *all- ~age Stake, U, 5. Trials, Newton, N. C., 

1st, ” West Point, Mise 97. 


D. E. ROSE 
Fee, $40 Lawrenceburg, Tenn. 


Address 


CINCINNATUS’ PRIDE, 


PLEASE SAY YOU SAW IT IN “FIELD AND STREAM.” 


HAROLD SKIMPOLE 


(44718) 


Winner of fifteen places in the Field and on 
the Bench. Sire of Hal’s Hope, winner 1st in 
Ohio and 2d in Monongahela Derby; Hal’s Sur- 
prise, winner ist in Monongahela and 4th in Ohio 
Derby; Hal’s Belle, winner 3d in Monongahela 
Derby. These are the first of Harold’s get to run 
in Field Trials. He is also sire of some high- 
class Bench Show dogs. 

Send stamp for his picture and pedigree. 


A. C. PETERSON 


Fee, $25 Homestead, Pa. 


..-CHAMPION... 


Cincinnatus’ Pride 


Greatest Combined Field 
Trial and Bench Winner 
in America. ®& % #% 


AT STUD, - FEE, $50.00 
ADDRESS 


EDWARD A. BURDETT 


Radnor, Delaware Co., Pa. 
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AT STUD. 


BRIGHTON JOE 


English Pointer, No. 43,804. 


Winner Three Firsts in Field. Only times 
started. Has won upwards of Thirty Prizes and 
Specials on Bench, and without doubt is the 
best combination Field Triai and Bench Show 
Pointer in America. 


Young Stock, Bred in the Purple, and 
Broken Shooting Dogs for Sale ttt 


For Fee and Other Particulars, Address 


HAWKEYE KENNELS, 
W. H. Hutchinson, Manchester, la. BRIGHTON Joe. 
LE) | The Charlottesville 

_ Field Trial Kennels 
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MOTT REGENT 
At Stud Prince nape br 


Winner First Novice, First Limit (Over 55 Ibs.), 
Second Open New York—Westminster Kennel 
Club Show, 1900. « « « Only Time Ever Shown. 


Limited to ten approved Bitches. Fee, $30.00. 
For the first Dog or Bitch, winning the first prize 
at New York, Boston, Chicago or Philadelphia 
Shows, in Novice Class, we offer a prize of $50.00 
cash, if sired by this dog after March J, 1900. 
We believe this dog to be the best pointer living, 
and breeders should avail themselves of this offer. 
MOTT REGENT FOR SALE AT $1,000 


Rollstone Kennels, Box 336, Fitchburg, Mass. 





MOTT REGENT 





Ripstone 


(Rip Rap—Pearl!'s Dot). 

Combined field trial and bench show type. First All Age 
Monongaheia field tri Is. 18 starters, a strong stake ; first 
Chicago bench show, 1899. Sire of Blackstone, winner of first, | 
Member’s D--rbv. Missouri field trials, 1809. Kipstone is a 
litter brother to Young Rip-Rap and Dot’s Pearl (dam of Lad 
of Jingo) 


Lad of Jingo 


(Jingo—Dot’s Pear!) 
A winner in four Field Trials, in company with Colonel R., | 
Sioux, Pin Money, Dave Earl, Uncle B., Minnie’s Girl, and 
other good ones. Tne best son of the great pointers, Jingo and 
Dot's Pearl—the nick t..at has always produced winners. 


Fee $25. Prepaid Bitches Returned Free. 
W. P. AUSTIN, - - Mansfield, Pa. 













RIPSTONE 





PLEASE SAY YOU SAW IT IN “FIELD AND STREAM.” 





Dog Soap 


is of the greatest value to dog owners, 


: as it is entirely FREE FROM POISON, 


ae “aman, 
] Spratts’ Patent 


and at the same time more effective in 
the destruction of lice and fleas. More- 
over, it keeps the skin free from scurf, 
prevents mange and other skin diseases. 
No other soap should ever be used in 
preparing dogs for exhibition; it leaves 
the coat smooth and glossy. 

Spratts’ Patent Dog Soap contains no 
Carbolic Acid or Coal Tar, but is nicely 
perfumed and produces a fine lather. Re- 


commended by kennel owners through- 
out the world. Once tried always used. 
Price, 20 cts. per Tablet ‘ 


Write for free pamphlet, telling how to 
wash, groom and feed. 


450 Market St., Newark, N. J. 





@ 
: Spratts’ Patent (America) Limited, 


Branches: 407 Grand Ave., Kansas City, Mo., and 
1320 Valencia St., San francisco, Cal. 





THE BACKUS DOG CRATES 


Are Ornamental and combine Comfort, 
Lightness, Strength and Durability. . . 


PERFECTLY VENTILATED 
Buffet for feed and galvanized iron water cup attached. 


The Ideal Crate for Shipping Dogs 
Standard sizes carried in stock in Flat, Gable, and Oval 
tops. >pecial sizes to order. Write for circulars and prices. 


A. BACKUS, Jr., & SONS 
Manufacturers of Woven Boxes and Campers’ Trunks 


DETROIT, FMICH. 








¥ 


The most popular book 
on Dog Training 


pS THE AMATEUR TRAINER 


Or, Force System Without the Whip. 


By ED. F. HABERLEIN, 
A practical trainer of thirty years’ experience. 
Third Edition.—Revised and illustrated with 
full-page portraits of typical bird dogs. 
Price, paper cover, $1.00; best full-cloth binding 
and gold embossed, $1.50. Sent postpaid upon 
receipt of amount by publishers of Field and Stream. 





The Pioneer American Dog Remedies, 


Glover's Imperial Dog Remedies 


The result of 20 years’ experience in the Treatment 
of Sick Dogs. Complete list: 


Distemper Cure . . $1.00/Condition Pilis . . . $ .50 
Mange Cure ... -» x Digestive Ws = « % 50 
Vermifuge .50/Liver Pills . . +50 
Blood Purifi«r . .s0/Comp. Sulphur Tabiets .50 
Canker Wash . -50| Worm Capsules . ; 50 
Tonic. se « -50| Tape Worm C apsules 50 
Cough Mixtures... .50/DiarrhoeaCure .. . +50 
ee -50|l.iniment . 50 
Eye Lotion . -50| Kennel and Stable Sc ap +25 


For sale by Druggiets and dealers in sporting goods, 
Refuse worthless substitutes. Free book on Dog Dis- 
eases and how to feed, on application to 


H. CLAY GLOVER, V.S., 1293 Broadway, WN. Y. 
Veterinarian to the Westminster Kennel Club. 


Stop! 


Kid 


/ sidial p 








Don’t Shoot Your Dog 


But what else can be done with 
such an advanced case of MANGE ? 








Cure him, as many others have in like cases, 
with Standard Oil of Tar. We could tell a 
great deal about the merits of our Disinfectant, 
but prefer to have you read what others have to 
Say In Its favor: 

** 1 consider it one of the best disinfectants on the market, and ata 
price which should recommend 1t toall kennel owners that wish to keep 
t' eir kennels and yards in a san.tary condition. he Standard Oil of 
Tar leaves the coat in a soft and smooth condition. Knowing that it is 
a perfect success, I am pl to herewith enclose cheque for ten cans, 
which please forward at your earliest convenience.""—Frederick Jacobi, 
Propriet WwW oodbine Kennels, Newaygo, Mich 

'P. S.—* Have decided to have you send me twi 
closed find cheque for same." 


Send for trial gallon, $1.00, delivered. 


STANDARD DISINFECTANT COMPANY 
46 and 48 Long Street, Cleveland, O. 
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Catches Fleas 








Powders, concoctions, etc., 
time— leave an odorous smell—do not exterminate them. USE 


OUR CATCHER 
PRICE, No. 1, $1.50 each. No. 3 
MARSH LABOR SAVING CO., Providence, R. I. 


This cut shows the machine which will 
quickly and thoroughly rid dogs or 
cats of Fleas without the use of un- 
pleasant concoctions. 


REASONS: 


It removes every flea; koeps the hide in 
a healthy condition ; keeps loose hai Ts from 
carpets, etc. When +sed accord ing to 
directions does not fail to give satisfaction. 
only benumbd fleas for a short 


, $2.00 each. Remit, 


> 
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IOWA FIELD TRIALS~~~ |: 
ASSOCIATION =" Aunuat 


to be held at Emmetsburg, Iowa, 
August 21, 1900. 


JUDG ES—Prof, Edm. H. Osthaus, Toledo, 0. 
Dr. E. R. Hickerson, Moberly, Mo. ; John 
L. Barke r, Racine, Wis. 


D For Pointers and Setters whelped on or after 
ERBY Jan. 1, 1899, 

A A For Pointers and Setters that have never 
LL- GE won a first prize in open all-age stake. 
ENTRIES CLOseE July 21, 1900. Both stakes close on the 

same date. 
Extry FEEs—Non-members, $5 to nominate and $10 ad- 
ditional to start. Members, $2.50 to nominate and 


$2.50 additional to start. Only re ssidents of lowa are 
eligible to membership. 


M. BRUCE, Sec.-Treas., Des Moines, lowa- 2 
PES LOLA PN LP LLL 


Michigan Field Trials Association 


THIRD ANNUAL TRIALS. 


At Lakeview, Michigan, 
November 7 and 8, 1900. 





For particulars address 
EBER RICE, Secretary, 
Grand Ranids, Mich. 


Eastern Field Trials Club’s 


Twenty-second Annual Trials 
::: at Newton, N. C. 


Sesinedecneeraxe Nov. 16, 1900 


Entries for the All-age Stake close Oct. 1. 





For full particulars address 


S. C. BRADLEY, Secretary, Greenfield Hill, Conn. 





RESSESSELESE ESE SE LESSEE SSEO SO SOON 


OHIO FIELD 
TRIAL CLUB 


Third Annual Trials: 


WASHINGTON COURT HOUSE, O110 
November 7, 1900 


For particulars address 
Cc. E. BAUGHN, SECRETARY, 
Washington Court House, Ohio 
CLSSSSSSSSVSVSS}I SVS SSSSSSSTTSSES 


Iilinois Field Trials Association 


Four Stakes : 
Members’ Derby, 
Members’ All-age, 
Open Derby, 
and Open All-age. 


Liberal Cash and Valuable Special Prizes. 


ae ena 
BFFTSFFSFSSIFICSFTSTITS 





Second Annual Trials 
November 20, 1900 


Entries to Members’ Stake close Sept. 1. 
Free-for-All Entries close Oct. 21. 


Judges: Dr. E. R. Hickerson, Moberly. Mo.; S.C. 
Socwell, Indianapolis, Ind. ; and Theo. Goodman, Terre 
Haute, Ind. 

For further particulars address the Secretary 


O. W. Ferguson, Mattoon, IIl. 





If you are interested in Dogs, Cats and Pet Stock you 
should become a subscriber to 


Che Southern Fancier 


The leader of the monthlies devoted to well-bred dogs, high- 
class eats and the latest fancy—pet stock. 24-pages, hand- 
somely printed, profusely illustrated, 50 cents a year. Send 
for sample copy to 


* THE SOUTHERN FANCIER, 
$ Box 921. Baltimore, Md. 


BOOK ON DOG DISEASES 


And How to Feed 
Mailed FREE to any address by the author 
H. CLAY GLOVER, D. V. S. 
1293 Broadway, NEW YORK 





F, J. SKINNER, 
Editor and Publisher. 


See eeerereresereeees 
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FOR SALE, WANTS, ETC. 


Advertisements of this kind three cents a word. 
Send money with order. 


For Sale 

A FINE, new Smith ejector gun, twelve gauge. 
Address G. G. R. care Field and Stream office. 

IRONSIDE HUNTING CANOES, plain or in sec- 
tions for handy transportation. Built only to order. 
Address, E. P. Jaques, Elmo, Kansas. 

LEATHER covered pneumatic recoil pads for hot 
soma shooting. Price $2. J. R. Winters, Clinton, 

° 

BEST bass lure ever used; circulars free. 
Harper, Mechanicsburg, Ohio. 

CASHMORE CLUB ejectors, $125 and $140; spe- 
cialty ejector, $150; just imported. . S. Ovington, 
Marion, Ia. 

COLT’S $100 GRADE Hammerless Shot Guns at 
$51.50, 12 gauge, assorted weights, a special closing- 
out bargain, can never be duplicated. Address Wm. 
R. Burkhard Co., St. Paul, Minn. 

HANDY, serviceable hunters’ axes, wt. 8 to 20 
oz. Hunters’ knives made to order, hand-made, ex- 
cellent temper. Colclesser Bros., Eldorado, Blair 
Co., Fa. 

CHAINLESS Bicycle, fine bait casting reel, and 
a metal duck boat; all new, never used. Cheap for 
cash. Address X. Y. Z., care Field and Stream. 


CHOICE double yellow-head Mexican parrots, $5 
each while they last; guaranteed to talk. Macaws, 
monkeys, rare foreign and domestic animals. C. 

D. if desired. J. L. Buck, 700 South Tenth Street, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 








S. M. 





Wanted 
DUCKS’ Wings and Feathers for fly tying. Cash, 
or will exchange best grade of trout flies on eyed 





hooks. S. Howarth, Florissant, Colorado. 
Live Game, Etc. 
LIVE Grouse, Rabbits, etc.; 


VAIL, Pheasants, 
established 1838. E. B. Woodward, 174 Chambers 
Street, New York. 

CHINESE PHEASANTS’ EGGS, $3.50 per setting 
of 15; prolific strain. Address Dr. G. J. Clark, May- 
ville, Wis. 

FRESH English ringneck pheasant eggs, $1.50 for 
setting of 15. . Wolpers, Germantown, 

ENGLISH ringneck pheasant eggs for sale. J F. 
Blome, Tomah, Wis. 

PHEASANT EGGS.—English Ringneck. Fresh, 
fertile eggs for immediate delivery. June 10th to July 
1st, $10 per hundred. Young birds for stocking pre- 
serves will be ready in September. Henry A. Kirby, 
Warwick, R. I. 

MONGOLIAN pheasant eggs, from wild Oregon 
stock; thirteen for $3. A few cock birds for sale. 
Frank F. Bock, Battle Creek, Mich. 


GUIDES AND RESORTS 


WHERE YOU CAN CATCH TROUT.—Spruce 
Cabin Inn, Canadensis, Pa. Seven different trout 
streams; finest location in Pocono Mountains; modern 
improvements; accommodations for families. Particu- 











lars of Price Brothers. Send for booklet. Cresco Sta- 
tion, D., L. & W. R 
JOHN CHING, guide, Kilgore, Idaho. Bear, elk, 


moose and sheep. Yellowstone Park Outfitter. 


BIG GAME—Elk, deer, antelope, sheep and bear; 
hunting parties outfitted and guided; satisfaction 
guaranteed. Jas. S. Simpson, Jackson, Wyo. 








SHOTS at big game guaranteed by an old, expe- 
rienced guide; complete outfit furnished; best refer- 
ences. Fred E. White, Wilson, Wyo. 


SYCAMORE HUNTING LODGE—Located in 
Mecklenburg Co., Va., on the Atlantic and Danville 
R. R., 100 miles west of Norfolk, the finest quail 
section of the South; splendid fishing. The build- 
ings, with hot and cold water baths, are especially 
adapted to accommodation of sportsmen. Dates made 
with parties for weekly and monthly accommodations. 
Pamphlet on application, J. H. Ogburn, Proprietor 
South Hill, Va. 














The Big Game Paradise of Ameria 


Sportsmen can find no better locality for hunting Elk, Deer, 
Antelope, Mountain-sheep, Bear, etc., than in the section of coun- 
try lying south of Y ellowstone Park, near Jackson's Lake. F ishing 
in the lake is also unsurpassed. 

The preservation of game in Yellowstone Park materially aids in 
making hunting excellent in all the surrounding country. There 
is also an abundance of smaller game, such as Ducks, Geese, etc, 

Those who are fond ofthe camera should not fail to visit this 
section, which is picturesque and beautiful beyond comparison. 

Our lodge is delightfully situated on Jackson Lake, one day's 
travel with carriage or or horeabus k south from the last hotel of the 
National Park, and is consequentlya very convenient base for excur- 
sions into the park. The lodge is most conveniently reached from 
Cinnabar on the Northern Pacific or trom Oneida Station, Oregon 
Short Line. 

Summer boarders are accepted from June rsth. 

Requests for accommodation should be sent in as early as possi- 
ble. Correspondence solicited and references cheerfully given. 


Address, MR. JOHN FERY, 


Before the 1st of June at Livingston,  Reontene, P. O. Box, 63. 
fter the rst of June at Elk F , Uinta County, Wyoming. 


POrooee 
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GUN and REEL SALVATION 


An Ideal Lubricant, a perfect Rust Preventive, at 
Effective Cleaner and Polisher. Removes black or 
smokeless powder smut after shooting. Prevents 
Rust, Cleans and Lubricates firearms, fishing reels, 
bicycles,etce. Willnot gum. Free trom grit or acta. 
Send 2c. stamp for freesample G.W.COLE CO., 
Dept. A, 141 Broadway, New York. 
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THE PFISTER 


New Athletic Supporter 
Patented } ay 19, 1891. Manufactured for 
C.E.RIKER, Soie Agent, 1208 Broadway,N. Y.City 
UNDER THE GILSEY HOUSE 
WEAR IT AS ILLUSTRATED. Price $1.50 
Sent by mail on 
receipt of price, 


For comfort, neat- 


ness and durability 
this supporter stands 
unrivalled, It does 


not displace, is cool; 
easily put on and off, 
clean, and can be 
washed. It is partly 
of elastic and partly of 
knitted goods. Hasno 
buckles or laces to 
bother you, and is a 
splendid support to 
the abdomen, Is made 
in white only. 


Golfer, every Swim- 
mer, every Skater, as 
well as every Tennis, 


Baseball, Football, 
Polo and La Crosse 
Player should wear it. 
Is a first-class article 


for holding tights up 
ofeither sex. Its use 





FRONT VIEW. bathing. 


It is highly recommended by many Professors of physical 





culture and hundreds of Athletes, Sportsmen and / s. No 
Wheel or Horseback Rider ad be 
without « Give measurement around the 





ie. s 
hips, not ‘the waist. also keep in stock a large line 
of Suspensories, Jock Straps, Elastic Stockings, Knee Caps,Ank- 
lets, Trusses, Shoulder Braces, et« Also Agent for the **Mc- 





EveryAthlete,every 7 


is obvious in surf 


Fadden Training Outfit,"’ prices $2. 00 to $5.00. Sendforcircular. @ 
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ZF US MEZA ESE SD) OEE ED), CE 
Reader! Here is a New and Profitable Industry. 





BELGIAN HARES ! 





ranging from $5.00 to $500.00. 


Re) Cx EM 


California Belgian Hare Association (Capital Stock, $25,000.00) 


can furnish any number of animals, from any grade or strain, at prices 
We have forty (40) animals 
that score 95 and over. Magnificent Does bred to Bucks that 
are top-notchers. Write for catalogue to 


€ CALIFORNIA BELGIAN HARE ASSOCIATION, Alameda, Cal. 
ROI CESS BAR GOSS ED SRD 





H Sport n 
The Handiest Tool EveP Carriea. 
Safety Pocket Axe with Poldiug Guard 







rable. convenient and ornamental. 
DWARE in size,a GIANT in exe- 
cution. Sold by leading Dealers, or 
sent prepaid on receipt of PRICE 
$2. ¥ Descriptive Circulars on 
application, Manufactured by 


W. L. MARBLE, Gladstone, Mich. 


Dna 
A 








For Summer, 











Porous 
yNDER Send for 


Illustrated 
Catalogue. 
§ 16 West 23d Street 
(166 Broad way 

504 Fulton Street 








woot 


Brooklyn : 
Boston : 169 Tremont Street 
Philadelphia: 924 Chestnut Street 
Chicago: 74 State Street 


pure 



















Frames 


Pictures 
for 


Dens, 
Smoking 
Rooms, 
Summer 
Cottages, 


etc. 
75c. up. 


Special Frames 
for 


Sporting 
Prints. 


33-35 John St. 






James E.Undernill, 
Cor Nassau &Fohn Sts. . 
New York City. 

First Floor. ° 

























Fine Picture Frames 


For any style Wall Decoration. 
Flemish, Dutch, Italian, Colonial &- 
Modern Effects Hardwoods & Enamels. 
Commercial §- Exhibition Work. 
ealer § Importer in 


Water Colors, Etchin 
Gravures 8-Prints. 






















Baxter Camping Gap Special Offer. 


A number of 


Outfits. — bet: 







special I | 
pesece to i 
ntroduce 1 bl 
them,,viz. : Nig , 
the $15.00 D 
Outfits at $10.00 Ftove Packed. 
each; and the $10.00 Outfits at 
%6.%each. Stove carries cooking and 
Stoveand Oven erected. serving outfit—€0 pieces. Do not let 
this rare opportunity slip. 


W.E. BAXTER, 
Frankrort. Ky , U.S. A. 
Through Messrs. Harrods Store I received the ‘Camping Outfit,” 
with which I am more than pleased, and consider 't—atter a wandering 
career in the East, Africa, etc.. as the ne plus ultra of a cooking equip- 
ment and mess gear combined—a fact which no other tulfills, and I 

have tried a great many to my discomfort. 
Yours faithfully, CLAUD HAMILTON, 
G2” Send for descriptive circulars and testimonials. 

W. E. BAXTER, Frankfort, Ky. 







12 Weutneton Square, CHELSEA, 
ONDON, ENGLAND. 





Stop that Pitting 
and Rusting! 


You have heard of the Gun Bore Treatment. 
But do you know about it ? 

Do you want to know about it? 

Do you want to save your time and your gun ? 
If so, you will do well to write to 


The Gun Bore Treatment Co. 


7 and g Warren Street, 
New York. 





Genuine 
Moosebide 


IMoccasins 


METZ & SCHLOERB 
OSHKOSH, WIS. 
Hand made Moccasi 





e ims and 
Pacs of every description, and kl dik 
Web Snow Shees ial) 
choad Gr@e. sss ¢ on 1 e 
Goods sent to any address in the U. S. on receipt of price. 
Send for illustrated circular and price list. 
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BROOK TROUT 





Charles Bradford's new book, ‘‘ The 
Determined Angler,”’ tells. 


“The Determined Angler * * the most pleas- 








antly written, the — owe ible and practical 
and instruct ve ever seen of its 
kind.""— GROVER ‘CL EVE! -AND. 


By mail. 60 cents. With Field and 
Stream and American Angler, $1.50. 


Address JOHN P. BURKHARD PUB. CO. 








Park Kow Building. New York. 








LOLOL A et OO A el el ~ 
“If it isn’t a Milam, it isn’t a Kentucky Reel.” § 


It’s the big o wie aped because you used a substitute 


ad 


LITTLE FISH DON'T BREAK TACKLE. 


or the only rea/ reel, the 


MilamFrankiort- Kentucky Reel ; 


Try it and acquire some more satisfactory fish stories 
Cataloaque No. 6 free 

’. MILAM «& SON, Frankfort, 
~~ 


Kentucky. 
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Fishing Tackle, 
Flies, 
Anglers, send 4 cents in stamps for large catalogue. 





ishing Rods, # 
Reels and Tackle, 


Snelled Hooks, Leaders, 
Minnow Gangs and Flies. 
New Catalogue (profusely illustrated) of all grades 
ftecls, Fish Hooks, silk Worm Gut, 
Artificial Baits, and every requisite for anglers 


Full line of Fly Tyers’ and 
Rod Makers’ Supplies. 


CHARLES PLATH & SON, 130 Canal St., New York 


Correspondence with dealers solicited for trade prices. 


Reese sdsssssbssbsbssss bess bsbsbsssbbbbeees bbbeel 




















SMALL PROFITS 
QUICK SALES 


FOR TRIAL SEND US 
IScts.\K trout Flies. Regular Price, 242, 
SOcts. "Stow Plies. Rewular Price, 6c, 
60cts..eR" pangs mag — Price eae, 
ite. Se enn 


SPLIT BAMBOO RODS 
64c. 


Try our new braided silk, enameled, water- 
proot he far CENTER LINE. Size No. 5, skée. 
per vard ; ze NO per yard. Put up in 
ro-yard lonathe connected. 


Flv rods, 1o feet, 6 ounces, 
Bait rods, 9 feet, 8 ounces, 
With cork grip. 


I 
4. 5°2C 


THE H H. KIFFE CO., 523 Broadway, New York 
TACKLI 


Catalog Jree on app 


DPA 
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Piscatorial 
aw Ww ta = . awe 
+ Ld 0 
Artist + +» 
Address care FIELD AND STREAM Office, where 
can also be seen specimens of my fish paintings 
Correspondence solicited. 
MOOOOO oC 
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Dear Mr. Man : — 

Are you a fisherman? 
Yes? Pleased to receive 
your assurance, 


Drop a postal to the makers, 


The Horton M'f'g Co., 
Bristol, Conn., and 
ask for free catalogue. 


Then we know you would 
like to learn about 
the very BEST 


Just a suggestion : — 
Suppose you write 
TO-DAY — lest you 
forget it. 




















IT MRE. SE Ute 2S 
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No More Agony 
From Mosquitoes 


“4 


Deer Flies and Other Insects 


“ Michigan Dope”’ 


Does not evaporate or freeze. 


Does not wash ofi with perspiration. 4 


Does not injure the skin or displease you. 


Use it and drive the tormentors away! 


miata ee ST. PAUL & SAULT STR. MARIE Ry. 
Office of the Treasurer, Minneapolis, Minn 

Dear Sirs:—I am pleased to speak of your * Mic higan D« pe" 2 
in the highest terms, and never lose an opportunity to do s« 
s 1 am fond of fish od for trout in streams where mosquitoes 
make it almost impossible to live, many a fine trout state 
lost in fighting the t ment rs away, and on several « ons 
Since I got yo shea oe 
with ne 


they drove me from the stream. 
I fish on any stream atany tine 
bothering me. Y mers ir 


fear of mosquitoes 
at 

.F.CLEMI NT, Treasurer. 
Packed in convenient tin package with screw top. 


Price, postage paid, 25c. 


(Four fora Dollar) 


a 


Address JOHN P. BURKHARD PUBLISHING < 
Park Row Building, New York. 


- 





Lubricates every pin and pivot, as well as the chain and 
-prockets. The best Bicycle Lubricant made. SAMPLB 
FREE IF YOU MENTION FIELD AND STREAM. 


JOSEPH DIXON CRUCIBLE CO. 


Jersey City, N J. 


A NEW 


REEL LINE 


FOR THE 


FLY FISHER 


This is one of the finest made Lines in the Market, and 
especially ad: 4 ted for Fly F ishing being spun to a pecu- 
liar taper. The Line is solid pl aited al put through a 
process w hich drives the dressing right ‘into the Silk, 
thoroughly saturating every fibre. After this another 
further dressing 1s employed o1 the top of the first, which 
renders the Line soft, pliant and practically imper ious to 
the water. To cast with sucha Line is to ensure success 
in Fishing. 
Price, 30 Yards, Buwnte Tapered, &3.00 
40 “s 3.77 
Each Post Free. 





Please write for my Illustrated Catalogue with 
Special Offer to American Anglers. Sent FREE. 


W. J. CUMMINS 


North of England Works, 
BISHOP AUCKLAND, ENGLAND 





Oa me. me. ee. wm. Gs .. —. 0 ee. eo. 0. 0 


A Good Angler Loves a Good Rod 


WM. A. MITCHELL: 


NO. 1 DESBROSSES ST., NEW YORK 
Makes Salmon and Trout 


Rods for Experts, to Order 


These Rods are perfect, spring from end to end. 

If you want a Good Rod, with my patent handle, 
5 to 8 oz., duplicate middle joint, 3 tips, aluminum 
case, $28 and up, send your order now or come and 
see me. Reel and Tackle to match. (No catalogue.) 


ee ee ee ee ee ee ee) 
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Why pay more 
for a reel? °° 


only on an 
ex pensive 
reel will cost you as much and more than one of 
our new reels. Repairsonours often cost nothing, 
and seldom over 25¢ You get as good service 
from our reels as from any you might pay five 
times as much for. 
Ask your dealer to show you the ** EXPERT,” 
“ ALLRIGHT"” or “* FEATHERLIGHT"” ree! ; 
also the “*HARRIMAC” Landing Net Frame 
and Staff. 
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Send for Catalogue to 


A. F. Meissethach & Bro., 


Manufacturers, 
19 Prospect St., Newark, N.J. 
De ge Ee ge Ot ge 8 Te TT > 
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“The Little Finger 
Does It.” 


Plays the fish perfectly, letting out the line 
and recovering it according to the move- 
ments of the fish, line being wound 
automatically by action 

of a spring. 


Sesernesernesen<s 43~a<3<~) 


OC €> CO Co <3 5339-39 
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Reel. 

Free-Running § 

and 

Automatic. 

Instantly 

Interchangeable 

YAWMAN & ERBE MFG. CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


Send for catalogue, Dept. R. 
SS OOOOOOOS OOOH OHOSOOHOOOOS 
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FISH FRVIEN i CUT PRICES FOR 1900 


Here I am again, as usual, cutting the prices of fine FISHING TACKLE. First quality goods at lower 
prices than any other house in America. 











Special.—1 lot extra fine six-strip, split bamboo fly and | 40 yd. size, 58c. ; 60 yd., 68¢c. ; 80 yd., 78c. ; 100 yd., 88e. ; 
bait rods, silk whipped, nickel-plated mountings, solid | _ 150 yd., 98c. ; 5c. extra for postage. : 
nickel-plated reel seats, cork or black-beaded handle, | Special.—Lot silk worm gut leaders, mist color, 1 yd. 
and extra tip, a good, serviceable rod, completein wood | long, 20c. per doz., 2 yds. long, 40c. doz., 3 yds. long, 
form and cloth bag, until all are sold, at 85c. each; fly | _ 60c. doz. ; sent by mailon receipt of price. 
rods 10 ft., 744 oz. reel seat below hand ; bait rods 10 ft., | Special.—Lot trout flies, 15c. per dozen; 1 doz. assorted 


12 oz. reel seats above hand; sent on receipt of price | flies, in an envelope, sent by mail on receipt of price. 

and 25e. extra for postage. } _ Needle Point Hooks, best quality 
Special.—Lot No. 1, brass click trout reels, raised pillar, | yang ( —— 4 ese ten Re ae en Otae. 

will hold 75 yds. of line, 19. each; nickel-plated 23¢, ; | 10, Sneck Bend and O’Shaugnessy snelled on best silk 

05c. extra for postage | Worm gut. Single gut 10c. per doz., double gut 15c. per 
nie gage sap ia | doz., treble gut 20c. per doz 


Special.—Lot No. C, extra fine nickel-plated multiplying | Best quality Braided Oil Silk in coils, 25 yds., 19c. ; 
reels, with sliding click and drag and balance handle, | 50 yds., 35c., sent by mail on receipt of price. 
Send 8c. in stamps for 98-page illustrated Catalogue containing two full-page colored plates of trout and bass flies 
in their natural colors, a book that will delight the angler. 


JAMES F. MARSTERS, 51, 53 and 55 Court Street, Near City Hall, - - - BROOKLYN, N.Y. 


The Prize Winning Baits. 


oe 99 Ball Bearing Troll 
= P * vane S. and Casting Baits 


Capture the prizes in all contests, because they 
attract the largest fish and get more of them. 


IF YOU FISH send for Catalogue E, enclosing your address and a 2c. stamp for postage, and look over the 
handsomest easiest acting and greatest killing baits in the world. Send to the 


2 “<P, and S.”” BALL BEARING BAIT CO., Whitehall, N. Y.,U.S.A. - C.H. Broughton, Mgr 














BROOK TROUT FRY 


AND EGGS 



















HAVE FOR SALE in their season Brook Trout Eggs and Young Fry, also year- 
lings and half-pound trout for stocking streams and ponds. We have been 
unable to fill all our orders for yearlings this season, but having now increased 
our facilities we expect to be able to furnish yearlings in quantities to suit 
customers. 
WE GUARANTEE OUR EGGS to be best quality, full count and properly packed. 
We also guarantee safe delivery of yearlings. We make special prices on eggs and fry 
to Fish Commissioners. Correspondence solicited. Address, 


Persons ordering Eggs should J. W. HOXIE & COC. 


do so early, as we begin ship- 
ping In December. Carolina, Washington Go., R. I. 
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BASS BAIT 


Double Spinner Artificial Minnow 


Best bait in the market for catching Bass, Pick- 
erel, etc. You will regret it if you do not include 
one or more in your fishing outfit this season. 
Sample bait sent on receipt of soc. money order. 
Prices made to trade on application. 


F. A. PARDEE & Co., Kent, Ohio 





You want to f-eserve 
your copies of 


.FIELD.AN0 STREAM 


Send Fifty Cents and we 
will a youa Weis. Binder. 


JOHN P. BURKHARD, 220 Broadway, N.Y. 


and Liquor Habit cured in 10 

to 20 days. No pay till cured, 

Write DR. J. L. STEPHENS CO., 
4 Dept I, 9, Lebanon, Ohio. 











* 





Everythingin 
plain sight, 
but under lock | 
and key. 
Dimensions— /// 
7x18x60 
inches. Price, { 
crated, $10. 
Cash with ih 
order. Address 


, JOHN P. BURKHARD PUBLISHING CO. 
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Park Row Building, New York 
SOOO Se 








Dear Angler: 
Your outfit is hardly 


complete without one 


of the celebrated 


DIVINE RODS 






MADE IN ALL STYLES, TO 
SUIT THE FASTIDIOUS 
AND EXPERIENCED RODSTER 

You will also be interested in our 

NESTING BOAT, 

Folding Camp Stove, 
and Folding Cot. 


Send for a Catalogue. 


THE FRED. D. DIVINE C0., UTICA, N.Y. 
SCHOROROROROROROHOROHOHOROHOHOE 
OC AEH CAO CAO C2 494953959533 


High-Grade 


Fishing Tackle 


FOR ALL WATERS. 


v 





: 
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Rods, Flies, Snelled Hooks, 
Reels. Landing Nets, Tackle Cases, 
Lines, Leaders, Rod Cases. 


Sole Agents for the Celebrated 
Bray Fly-Book:s. 
Hunting and Fishing 
Boots. 
Fine Rod Repairing in our own Factory. 
Fine Cutlery. 


Table and Pocket Knives, Scissors, 
Razors and Manicure Implements. 


Golf Goods. 


DAME, STODDARD & CO. 
370, 372 & 374 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
Se ge Oe gs Ee gs OS nn 0 
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OUR CAMP BED 


has been twice adopted over all others by 


the United States Government. In 1898 
and 1899 the United States Government 
passed orders for 75 000 of our cots, and 
on December 18, 1899, 40,000 more were 
ordered. The cots we make are not only 
strong and comfortable, but they are 
very easily folded into very compact 
bundles. An interesting free catalog wil! 
be sent to all on application. We man- 
ufacture Camp Beds. Cots, Stools, Chairs 
and Tables. all of which fold very com- 
pactly, also folding and portable Bath 
Tubs. Our bath tubs are made of fine 
Para rubber and guaranteed; send for 
catalog. Special inducements to iobbers 
and dealers. 


Gold Medal Camp Furniture M’f’g Co. 
Racine Junction, rose 
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Portable 
Houses 














Hunters’ Cabins, Children’s Play Houses, 
Summer Cottages, Automobile Houses, Golf 
Link Houses. 





MERSHON & MORLEY, - Saginaw, Mich. 
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CUT NO. 220 
Arawana Hammock Suspended from Support, 
Furnished with Awning. 


Send for New Catalogue for 1900, 


SOLE MANUFACTURER, 


New York Office: 62 White St. 


Mosquito Netting, Window Screen Cloth, 





Palmer’s (PATENTED) 


‘*Perfection,”’ 
‘‘Arawana,”’ 


Largest Variety of Styles and Colors. 


I. E. PALMER, Middletown, Conn. 


Hammocks 


Hammock Supports, 


‘Utopia’”’ 


Hammock 


Awnings, Hammock Mosquito 
g l 


Canopies, Trapeze Sspension Bars. 





Also manufacturer of Crinoline Linings, Canopies, ee i - 


Etc. CUT NO 205 


Arawana Hammock with Hammock Canopy. 












































Sporting Goods at To Vo Hugh.aed Yeo 


Lowly People of all 


Ye Wholesale Prices this Prosperous Land 








know ve that no guns are better than ours? 


Ye Sportsmen 
p 9 That our stock comprises more than 17,000 


r guns and rifles of the best manufacture in the world? That we 
can suit you in price, quality and make of gun? 
: Y Old N bear witness of the quality of our goods, for 
C ames we sell Winchesters, Marlins, Colts, Mau 
, sers, Stevens, Mannlichers,and all other makes of good reputation. 


ror 


Y Wh Sh should have the best of ammunition. 

Cc Oo oot Call on or address us. We have the 
best there is and at prices that can’t be beat. Nitro and black 
powder machine-loaded shells. Everyone to be relied on. 
Just what you want. They are unequaled for accuracy, reli- 
ability, uniformity, velocity and penetration. 


: 
| a Pe who ar 10t sportsmen shoulc | 
} Yy Cc Peaceful Citizens stad ‘ ‘reliable a oe Ps ie : 








defense for the home. ‘To such we invite the careful inspection 
ot our immense stock of revolvers, composed of makes that are 


i | ae 


renowned the world over for their excellency. Surely you have 
heard of the Smith & Wesson, Colts, and many others. We sell 
them all. Our line is the best. We sell at manutacturers’ prices. 

Y ia know a good knife is a positive necessity to 
C unters your hunting outfit. In this line, too, by care 
tul judgment and years of experience, we have selected and now 
offer you the best the world knows. Also in this connection 
allow us to mention that we have the most approved styles 
of game bags and fishing baskets. 

M k Y B Id to state your wishes and plans to us. We 
aKec Cc O solicit your patronage and guarantee that 
all our goods and all our dealings with you will be highly to your 
benefit. Notonlv is our gun department comp rlete, including Win- 
chesterand Marlin Repeating Shotguns, Ithacaand Remington and 
other leading makes of Double guns in all grades, but Ye Fishermen 
will find all that is obtainable and necessary to your fond sport 
at prices to suit the humblest among ve or the most fastidious. 





Ys 
si 


7 Pl H shall increase with our acquaintance, 
ec easant ours for we sell every thing i in the sporting 


goods line, including hunting, fishing, polo, ¢ golf, tennis, base ball, 


al 


bowling, fencing, etc. Write at once for our gun catalogue, w hich 
contains all the above and much more. It is free, and we will be 









glad to send it to you. 


T. M. ROBERTS’ SUPPLY HOUSE, 717-719-721 Nicollet Ave., Minncapolis, Minn. 
PVP AL MAAN AL OA phe Od dl NOL ™ pd Nd ~AL al , 








AMERICA’S MAGAZINE FOR SPORTSMEN BY SPORTSM 
ne 


© A Strong and Victorious Finish 


DU PONT SMOKELESS 


At the 1900 


Grand American Handicap 





Besides WINNING THE CUP, DU PONT SMOKELESS held its own 
numerically with any other powder used by the straights, but of the 
24’s, there were more shooting **Du Pont” than all the other powders 
put together. 


E. 1. DU PONT DE NEPMOURS & CO., 


WILMINGTON, DEL. 


BOPOGBGBOPEDHHTE DHGHGHSHHHHSHHOGHOGHGHHSY 


THE NEW 


ROBIN HOOD 


SMOKELESS POWDER 


(SOLIDIFIED GAS.) 





SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHER SMOKELESS POWDERS IN 


VELOCITY and even pattern of shot. LESS PRESSURE on the gun barrel. 
LITTLE OR NO RESIDUUM (dirt) after firing. ODORLESS and not affected 
by Heat, Cold, Moisture or Time. Can be used with perfect safety in Cheap 
Guns and Cheap Shells. It will not Pit or Corrode the inside of the gun barrel. 
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The ROBIN HOOD POWDER CO., Swanton, Vermont 


Sir WM. VAN HORNE, President. 33 N. P. LEACH, General Manager. s 
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DO NOT MISS THE AUGUST (VACATION) NUMBER 
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